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TWINS IN REVOLT 

(Prologue) 

Twins, twins Mary and Martha 
They are each the Catechist’s daughter 
They are so much like each other 
You cannot pick one from the other 

Their late mother was called Cordelia 
The most beautiful woman in Oghe 
Neither Cordelia nor husband Ejike 
Could identify Mary from Martha 

Oghe? Oghe the famous clan 
Known for her potent roots and herbs 
And for the beauty of her daughters. 

Her seven sons established her clan 

Owe is Oghe’s Okpala, we know 
Akama ranks second in the row 
Chief Nzekwe reigns, Oghe’s clan head 
His catechist friend is Akama’s egg head 
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Clan Head and catechist are old close friends 
Hoping and praying for a closer bond 
Catechist is resolved to secure the bond 
Through marriage of Martha and Owe’s prince 

The catechist’s rigid old folks philosophy 
Forces to the fore his twin daughters’ disgust 
And together they vow his decree to disobey 
While still pretending there’s no love lost 

On wedding day, the twins strike 
Deploying deception to clinch the coup 
Deception wrought through Martha’s look-alike 
Wraps up the twins’ wedding coup. 

Behold, Bishop’s diplomacy kindles hope! 

And Cupid, ancient Greek God of love 
Lures Catechist’s daughter to the prince 
Uprooting hate and transplanting love 
And marriage, earlier foiled, stood restored. 



TWIN ACTION 


The clouds drifted in dense, drunken 
columns. They were drifting westwards 
where, already, a monstrous blanket of 
drenched sooth quivered threateningly. It 
was a dark, ominous blanket, miles long, 
completely curtaining the sky, inviting a 
stab. 

And yet from the East, more clouds were 
drifting westwards, in thick hustling columns. 
Like waves of allied infantry massing at the 
German border. 

It struck Martha Ejike as odd, very odd, that 
the heavens, like her heart, should be laden with 
sorrow. 

A long, dancing finger of lightening pierced 
the clouds, shattering Martha’s thoughts. Fear 
gripped her then, shaking her violently. She 
turned quickly and walked towards her room. 
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It was only then that she noticed the silvery 
drop on each of her lovely cheeks. Only then did 
she become aware, once again, of the sounds 
filtering through from the top floor of the clan 
head’s palace. She heard the shouts, the merry 
peals of laughter and remembered, with a 
shudder, what the noise was all about. With the 
back of her right hand, she wiped the tears, and, 
pulling out a hanky with her left, blew her nose 
noisily. 

Martha quickened her pace, barely managing 
to escape collision with a smiling lady carrying 
kola-nuts with bitter kola-nuts in a beautiful 
wooden tray. The lady headed straight for the 
palace top floor, the direction of the merry peals 
of laughter. 

Seconds later, at her doorstep, Martha bumped 
into Mary, who, consumed with impatience, was 
rushing out in search of her look-alike. 

But Martha, who was she? Martha was one- 
half of Oghe’s premier experience of modern 
miracle — uniquely identical twins born into the 
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respected Ejike family. Martha’s twin-sister, 
Mary, was known affectionately among the 
family circle simply as May. 

Right from their birth-date, the sisters had 
constituted a great embarrassment to their 
parents. Before her death, Mrs. Cordelia Ejike, 
mother of the twins, was known to have confided 
in certain very intimate friends, her utter 
discomfiture at never being able to pick out Mary 
or Martha whenever the pair was together. It was 
said the twins were like each other as two six 
penny coins. 


Mary and Martha were unfortunate to have an 
ageing bulldog of a father in Mr. Josiah Ejike, a 
highly principled Akama-Oghe catechist - as 
stubborn as he was conservative — wedded to his 
pet belief in the supremacy of daddy-ship. 

Josiah Ejike had a great mentor and friend in 
Mr. Clement Nzekwe, the first traditional ruler 
and clan head of Oghe — a sizeable town 
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consisting of ten farming villages: Owe, Akama, 
Amankwo, Neke, Amansiodo, Oyofo, Iwollo, 
Umunum, Obiagu and Akasa. 

As a young boy, Clement Nzekwe had 
attended primary school in Eke, Oghe’s 
neighbouring town. Every week-day morning, 
he was joined by another pupil - Akama-born 
Master Josiah Ejike, both trekking the four-mile 
distance to their school. 

The two young people had fallen in love with 
Western education introduced by the Catholic 
Church which built their school and was paying 
the teachers then running SS Peter and Paul 
Primary School, Eke. Their brilliance earned 
them, on graduation, direct admission into the 
newly-established teacher-training school - St 
Charles College, Onitsha. At the end of his two- 
year course at St Charles, Clement was engaged 
as a primary school teacher in Eke. Over time, he 
was promoted headmaster and posted to head St 



7 


Theresa’s Primary School, the first primary 
school in Oghe. 

For his outstanding performance as 
headmaster, Clement had his son Desmond 
awarded scholarship to read Medicine in 
England. After a year’s study, Desmond was 
counseled to switch over to the Law programme 
instead of Medicine. Fie did odd jobs as a student 
and saved enough money to help his father erect 
the first storey building in Oghe. 

Years later, the people of Oghe unanimously 
selected Mr Clement Nzekwe as their first 
traditional ruler. The then District Officer, Mr 
H.J.M.Harding, wasted no time in according him 
recognition as Paramount Chief and clan head of 
Oghe. Chief Nzekwe’s son, Desmond, named his 
father’s palace Buckingham, after the official 
residence of the British queen. He strove to give 
the palace the true features of an English 
nobleman’s home. 

Clement’s classmate and friend, Mister Josiah 
Ejike, meanwhile, had become a devotee of the 
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Catholic doctrine. He attracted the attention of 
Bishop Charles Hereey who persuaded him to 
take up appointment as a Catechist. Josiah was 
sent to Ireland to do a nine-month Catechists’ 
course, at the end of which he was posted to St 
Mary’s Catholic Church, Akama. 

With the salaries and allowances he received 
as Catechist, Josiah Ejike succeeded in erecting a 
decent bungalow boasting of a large living room 
and three bed-rooms with toilet. 

The erection of this bungalow was greatly 
facilitated by the fact that the Catechist combined 
his mission work with farming. Relatives and 
some parishioners regularly volunteered, during 
each farming season, to do all the farm work. 

The twins, now grown, had become adepts at 
weeding and at the cultivation of groundnuts, 
melon and vegetables. This resort to aggressive 
agriculture guaranteed minimal expenditure on 
food items by the Ejike household .Savings from 
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his earnings were thus easily channelled to the 
building of a family house. The Catechist also 
attempted to replicate some of the features which 
made his friend, the Clan Head’s palace wear the 
looks of a British gentleman’s compound. 


Chief Nzekwe was solely instrumental to Mr. 
Ejike’s success in marrying the daughter of a 
wealthy farmer reputed for rearing the most 
beautiful girls in the entire Udi Division. The 
same Chief Nzekwe was partly instrumental to 
Mr. Ejike’s success in securing substantial 
government aid for the up-bringing of Mary and 
Martha following their mother’s death only five 
years after their birth. 

Any wonder then that the friendship between the 
chief and the catechist, rather than decline with 
the years, grew steadily in strength? Any wonder 
then that the chief had watched the growth of the 
Tittle angels’ with increasing interest. 
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Chief Nzekwe’s son, Desmond, was studying law 
in England. Could he, Chief Nzekwe, have 
wished for anything better than that Little Angel 
Martha would, before too long, become his own 
beloved daughter-in-law? 

The Chief picked Martha, not because Martha 
was any different from Little Angel Mary. No. 
He just loved the name Martha. To him, the name 
Martha carried the tang of honesty, the tang of 
unswerving devotion. 

As for Mary, well, he had not forgotten the un- 
exemplary early life of the Bible’s Mary 
Magdalene. No amount of May-maying could, 
for the chief, obliterate the blot on the name 
Mary. 

A reproachful voice queried him rather 
promptly: 

“Was Mary, the mother of Christ, also a 
disgraceful blur in the Bible?” 

The chief had a ready retort. He silenced his 
silent questioner by reminding him that the 
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Virgin Mary was strictly God’s deliberate and 
very special creation designed to play a unique 
role in humanity’s redemption. 

The mother of Jesus Christ just wasn’t given 
any choice! Mary had to be and actually remains, 
a model of chastity, of beauty, of love, of 
obedience, honesty, patience and of responsible 
mother-hood. Humanity has not been able and 
never, ever will be able to produce any creature 
as loving and stainless as the Virgin Mother. 
Anybody attempting to equate the Blessed Virgin 
Mary with any other human person, dead or 
living, would simply be engaged in a very 
wasteful, most fruitless exercise. No, the 
immaculate mother is very much bigger than, in 
fact, far beyond our current contemplation. 

At any rate, he told the questioner, he had 
made up his mind. Little Angel Martha was his 
choice. Full stop. 

Days later, the chief and his catechist-friend 
talked things over, over a keg of palm wine. Both 
had always agreed on what the rights of 
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daughters should be. These did not, could never, 
include the right to un-guided choice of their 
husbands! So Desmond and Martha would get 
married. And that was that. 


Mr. Ejike never tasted any palm wine these 
past 25 years except that which diochi (palm 
wine tapper) Uzoechi personally tapped. And Mr. 
Ejike has had it as his rigid principle, never to 
give anybody — and the word is ANYBODY, 
that which he himself would not taste. 

When he had decided to invite Chief Nzekwe, 
he sent for the diochi and placed order for one 
portable pot of palm wine. Uzoechi’s father, 
Odume - himself a highly respected tapper - had 
the reputation of producing the choicest wine in 
the whole of Oghe. 

Uzoechi happily accepted the order for a pot of 
his special brew. 
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On the appointed Saturday, Nkwo market day, 
Uzoechi’s special palm wine was delivered to 
Mr. Ejike before eight in the morning. 

Nine o’clock was the scheduled time and at 
exactly five minutes to nine, by the wall clock in 
Catechist Ejike’s sitting room, Chief Nzekwe’s 
arrival was announced to the catechist who 
hastened onto the entrance to his house to receive 
his old friend. 

“As always, you’ve kept to time. Welcome to 
my humble home, dear chief.” 

“See how well you are looking, Josiah”, 
exclaimed the chief. 

“The work of God you’re doing must be 
attracting showers of blessing to you”. 

“Well, my dear friend”, rejoined the Catechist, 
“to God be the glory”. 

The two men embraced each other and walked 
to the sitting room hand-in-hand. 

Martha and her sister Mary walked in and, 
bowing gracefully, greeted the Clan Head. Both 
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withdrew, only to reappear minutes later, 
carrying a tray of kola-nuts, an earthen jug of 
water and a basin containing water for washing 
hands. 

Martha presented the basin and a spotless white 
napkin to Chief Nzekwe. Mary on her part had 
presented the tray containing kola-nuts to their 
father. 

“My dear friend”, Mr. Ejike began, “here 
comes kola. And please note that I cannot break 
kola-nut in the very presence of my traditional 
ruler and clan head”. 

Chief Nzekwe blessed and broke the kolanut, 
prayed for God’s special favours on both families 
and for the strengthening of the bond of their 
friendship. He then began to chew the piece he 
had been holding in his right hand. His friend 
followed suit. 

Host Ejike felt it was time for Chief Nzekwe to 
have a taste of his palm wine. He called out to his 
daughters who appeared immediately, carrying a 
ten-liter glass-gallon of unadulterated palm-wine 
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secured up to its neck with tough raffia netting. 
They carefully placed the gallon on the floor, at 
the same time leaving a gourd-cup on a table 
positioned in front of the two men. 

In the absence of a younger male, whose 
responsibility it is to serve palm wine in Igbo 
tradition, Catechist Ejike had to step into the gap, 
lifting the gallon onto his left lap. He picked the 
cup kept on the table with his right hand and, 
lowering the gallon, filled the cup with its 
creamy content. The sweet aroma of nature’s 
amazing gift to the stately palm filled the room. 
The Catechist remained faithful to Igbo custom 
when, as if un-aware of the presence of his Clan- 
Head friend, he proceeded to empty the palm- 
wine cup right down his own throat. 

Chief Nzekwe felt neither embarrassed nor 
shocked by his host’s seemingly selfish and 
inhospitable conduct. As the chief custodian of 
Oghe custom and tradition, he knew his people’s 
culture demanded that a host, or indeed whoever 
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was sharing any palm wine with which a guest 
was to be entertained, must first drink it. 

As Catechist Ejike directed his gourd-cup into 
his mouth, Chief Nzekwe dipped his hand into 
the goat-skin bag hanging on his left shoulder 
and produced a curved animal horn, at the same 
time knocking its mouth several times on the 
table, to rid it of any undesirable substance. The 
Catechist laid his own cup gently on the table 
and, collecting the Chiefs horn, filled it with the 
juicy cream. 

Taking a sip after lifting his horn to his lips, 
Chief Nzekwe exclaimed: 

“By my father’s wrought-iron spear, this is the 
best liquor I’ve tasted in half a decade. Could it 
be a sampling of Udi’s Aneke Chime, or a special 
order from Enugwu Ezike?” 

Elated by this undisguised royal compliment, 
Catechist Ejike was quick to respond: 

“Here in Akama, we have very good reason 
not to care about Aneke Chime, Enugwu Ezike or 



17 


even Ete. Diochi Uzoechi’s liquor will challenge 
and rubbish any palm fluid from Udi, Enugwu 
Ezike or Ete .The magic is in the family. Odume 
Neeife, Uzoechi’s father as you very well know, 
enjoyed the honour of being Oghe’s best palm 
wine tapper”. 

“No wonder”, rejoined the Clan Head, “After 
all, the snake never fails to produce an elongated 
off-spring. Odume was a strong man. His heir 
cannot but be exactly like him”. 

The Catechist continued: 

“Thank heavens I did not disappoint myself, 
for had you not appreciated this wine as you have 
just done, it would not have been you but myself 
who would have felt disappointed. I must reward 
diochi Uzoechi for remaining consistent”. 

The Chief now changed the subject. Said he: 

“My dear Josiah, I must confess instantly that 
your daughters have never stopped intriguing me. 
They have remained an enigma, a mysteriously 
identical pair of bewitching beauties.” 
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“There you go again!” the catechist exclaimed, 
then continued: “But don’t forget that your 
presence here today is all about a grand 
conspiracy to separate the twins for the sole 
purpose of giving one your name. A day 
inevitably comes when Mary and Martha must 
stop answering Catechist Ejike’s name. You 
should hurry up to ensure that one of them soon 
changes to your own name.” 

“Which of them, by the way, is Martha?” 
enquired Chief Nzekwe. 

The Catechist responded with a question of his 
own: 

“Do you want to confirm from me that 
Catechist Ejike cannot distinguish one of his 
twin-daughters from the other?” 

He promptly followed this up: 

“To answer your question however, let me 
employ the strategy I have had to adopt as far 
back as when they were still infants. The mystery 
is solved by simply pronouncing either one or 
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two syllables. In this particular case, I shall 
deploy two syllables to the rescue: 

“Martha”, he called out. 

One of the twins promptly quick-stepped 
gracefully before her father and asked in a soft 
melodious voice: 

“Please daddy, did you call?” 

“Yes dear”, replied her father, “just to tell you 
that it’s time you brought us the ugba (a delicacy 
prepared by the Igbos from cooked oil bean 
seeds) and the bush meat”. 

“In a moment Sir,” Martha responded. Her 
springy steps soon found the corridor as she 
disappeared into the kitchen, only to resurface 
with her sister, carrying a covered bowl in a tray 
also containing two table knives, two forks and 
two cups. Her sister May brought in an earthen 
jug full of water and a white napkin. 

Martha whetted the appetite of Chief Nzekwe, 
leaving him speechless, gaping at his friend. Mr. 
Ejike’s noisy opening of the stainless silver bowl 
steered the Chiefs mind back onto the table 
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positioned right in front of them both. His gaze 
was greeted by inviting slices of fried grass- 
cutter meat garnished with red pepper, onions 
and fresh tomatoes. Their gourd-cup and curved 
horn were refilled and drained. Both friends then 
banished conversation to do justice to the dishes 
before them. 

Half an hour later, the girls once again 
answered their father’s call. They cleared the 
table and were rewarded with the royal 
compliments of a sumptuously entertained 
traditional ruler. Their father’s reaction was to 
challenge his old friend to take what he felt was a 
difficult decision. The chief did not keep Mr. 
Ejike waiting for long. 

“When I demanded to know which of your two 
angels was Martha, what did you think was the 
reason behind my request?” he asked. “I had long 
settled for whoever was Martha for reasons 
which only the Holy Bible can explain. 

“Ah!” exclaimed the Catechist. “So that was 
why, during our last conversation in your palace, 
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you spoke so glowingly about Bible’s Martha in 
comparison with Mary Magdalene? I now 
perfectly understand. Well then, since you have 
seen and made your choice, the ball is now in 
your opponent’s eighteen. How soon you rock 
the net is clearly your own business.” 

“Expect our reaction sooner than later,” 
responded the Clan Head. 

Having rested well enough, the Clan Head 
very warmly thanked his host and signalled to his 
driver who promptly brought the chev, for it was 
time to go. 

The two men stood up, embraced each other 
and walked to the waiting chev hand-in-hand. 
Mr. Ejike opened the right rear door of the 
luxurious car and Chief Nzekwe thankfully eased 
himself into his seat. 

The Catechist closed the door, stood back and 
waved a hearty bye-bye to his friend, wishing 
him journey mercies. 

Very much satisfied with the out-come of the 
visit, Mr. Ejike silently congratulated himself. 
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His next assignment was a dialogue with Martha 
who, he believed, would certainly jump at the 
matching of herself with London-trained 
Barrister Desmond. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Mr. Ejike enjoyed seeing his daughters 
together. For him, the sight of the twins released 
a flood of nostalgic feelings. They were such a 
striking reproduction of Cordelia, their late 
mother. She, bless her sweet memory, was an 
industrious woman—very productive. 

It gladdened the heart of the Catechist to watch 
the twins grow up with the admirable qualities of 
their mother; the qualities of keeping everything 
in its place; of doing everything at the right time; 
of being very polite to all, of maintaining clinical 
neatness in all places and at all times. 

The entire compound bore the unmistakable 
imprint of the twins. Everywhere was thoroughly 
swept. The flowers were neatly shaved; the fire- 
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wood piled in a pyramid, like it was for 
exhibition. Such industry, such discipline cried 
for a befitting reward, and Mr. Ejike felt a tingle 
of joy as he realized that he had a more than 
adequate reward for one of the girls. The gift of a 
Barrister as a husband was surely a wonderful 
compensation for Martha. She would almost lose 
her head with joy at the news. 

As for Mary, was it not mentioned at last 
Saturday’s village meeting that Ferdinand, the 
son of retired Railway engine driver who had 
qualified as a medical doctor would soon be 
coming home? He would be a great match for 
Mary. It could be arranged. It must be arranged. 

Thus lost in enthralling thought, Mr. Ejike 
almost forgot his mission at the back of his 
compound. Standing there at the door-step, the 
catechist had not been seen by his daughters. 
They were totally immersed in their washing and 
in the conversation with which they had absorbed 
the burden of labour. 
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By some strange coincidence, father and 
daughters happened to have been thinking about 
the same person at the same time. The twins, in 
their marathon dialogue, had been discussing the 
young lawyer and heir to Oghe’s chieftaincy 
stool. They had heard that he was already on his 
way home, by sea. 

They had heard even more. Boys had tossed 
the tale about that Barrister Desmond had written 
home to his father asking him to compensate him 
quickly for not marrying a white girl by finding a 
truly charming damsel who would be his wife, 
his queen. One of the boys even had the audacity 
to suggest that Chief Nzekwe had mentioned the 
twins to his son and assured him that whiteland 
could never produce a girl who possessed such 
beauty as would match the ravishing loveliness 
of the twins. 

Mary and Martha had heard and had decided 
to keep their fingers crossed. They would have 
loved to move together into one family, either as 
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wives to twin brothers or wives to two brothers 
of the same parents. 

They could consider separation provided they 
were lucky to find good-looking, cultured 
gentlemen with a good dose of discipline. Their 
husbands needed not be ready-made. They would 
welcome an opportunity to participate in 
watering their own family trees. It would be 
highly rewarding to watch a family you nurture 
grow into a respectable and possibly wealthy 
‘iroko’ in the community. 

Regarding Barrister Desmond, the twins had 
reached a kind of decision. Both could not move 
into the Nzekwe family as Desmond had neither 
a twin brother nor any grown up brother who 
could talk marriage at the moment. So there it 
was; their fingers would remain crossed. 

Mary was the first to notice their father at the 
door-step. He was smiling as he usually did 
whenever he had good news to break to someone 
close. 

“Papa, good evening”, began Mary. 
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“Bless you nwam (my daughter) Mr. Ejike 
replied. 

Martha joined then: 

“Good evening papa. What good news has lit 
up your entire face this hour of the day?” 

Mr. Ejike’s reaction was instant: 

“Ada oma (sweet daughter)', you are ever so 
observant. Allow me break up the little 
conference you two are holding over laundry. 
You and I have to hold a tete-a-tete in my room. 
But not before I congratulate you two on your 
dutifulness, especially the way you keep the 
entire premises clean. You and your sister have 
guaranteed a Methuselah’s age for your father. I 
shall remain ever grateful. 

“Oh, I must not forget to return your greeting 
my beloved daughter. May the day be strewn 
with joy for you and your sister. Now come with 
me, I have a surprise for you.” 

Martha saw his father turn into the house and 
in turn turned to look at Mary, only to find her 
twin sister gazing at her. They searched each 



27 


other for an answer to the question playing on 
their lips. No lips parted. No sound was uttered. 
Yet the twins had communicated. 

Within the single minute’s gaze at each other, 
they had transmitted volumes of messages across 
human wavebands used only by the two of them. 

Satisfied, the twins exchanged smiles and 
Martha stood up, gave the V sign and tip-toed 
into the house 

She found her father seated on his easy chair. 
That was signal enough that the topic was a very 
serious one. But when she saw him pick up his 
snuff box at the sound of her knocking, she was 
puzzled. 

Mr. Ejike never snuffed on his easy chair 
except he wanted to be at his very best as a 
speech maker - an orator. 

“Sit down nwam ” , he said, waving Martha to 
a chair. Then he began: 

“My daughter, every son of Ejike takes after 
Ejike Ogbuagu, my father, reputed for returning 
goodness to all including people who were 
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wicked to him. I am a true Ejike son and I respect 
tradition. 

“You are a woman and so even if anybody had 
been wicked to your father, it would have been 
most cruel of me to bother you with such things. 
No, I can only let you know my friends and what 
good turn they’ve done me and the degree of my 
indebtedness to them. 

“Today, I shall tell you the full back-ground to 
the deep-rooted friendship you must have 
observed existing between us and the entire 
household over which Chief Nzekwe presides. 

“You see, 25 years ago, in the year of the 
Terrible Epidemic which claimed almost all the 
youths of Oghe, I was anxious to marry again. 
My first wife had refused to abandon her pagan 
ways and would not agree to a Christian 
wedding. The present Archbishop Green was 
parish priest here in Oghe and it was he who 
advised me to find another wife. 

“Impressed by the great but futile efforts I 
made in order to convince Ijeoma, my first wife, 
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of the wisdom of our remaining together, Chief 
Nzekwe offered to help me out of my 
predicament. He consoled me as only a faithful 
friend could and went further to assure me that 
from somewhere in Ime-Oghe (heart of Oghe) 1 , 
he would procure for me the wife of my dream. 

“Reluctantly, I let Ijeoma go and in less than 
two moons, I had met your mother. She was 
exactly your age, exactly your height and your 
face is simply a divine reprint of Cordelia’s. 

My elder brother, Ude, vowed never to let the 
marriage work. Ude’s sole objection was that 
Cordelia was too beautiful to be human; that she 
must be the mythical mammy water come to 
carry off the entire Ejike family. 

Unfortunately, Ude did not live long enough to 
see what a heavenly gift Cordelia turned out to be 
to all our people. 

She was a wonderful story teller and was fond 
of singing every child to sleep. Her voice had the 
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freshness of spring water, the magic of the flute 
and the wit of the tiny canary bird. 

“Have you never noticed me looking lost in 
some type of blissful dream while listening to 
either you or Mary? Let me quickly confess that 
at such moments, it would be perfectly right to 
say that I was lost in a blissful dream. 

I feel enthralled any time you or May relax 
over lullabies that represent a great bridge linking 
me spiritually with your mother. 

“Do you believe I shall ever forget a man who 
made an angel like Cordelia become my own? Or 
is it the man who soon after Cordelia’s death 
came to my aid by arranging for your care and 
your training, that I could easily forget? No, my 
beloved daughter. 

“But when you realize that those two 
magnanimous acts were performed by one 
person, for me, your own father, you may 
perhaps begin to understand the degree of my 
indebtedness to the Nzekwe family. Yes, you 
may perhaps begin to understand why I have 
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vowed that the link which Chief Nzekwe had so 
ably established must become firmly concretized 
by me. 

“Here, my beloved daughter, is where you 
come in”. 

The Catechist paused, scooped up a pinch of 
snuff and emptied the stuff into his right nostril. 
Martha had listened all this while with uneasy 
calm. A stolen glance at the photograph lying 
face-upwards on a table had helped betray the 
main theme of her father’s oration. There was 
some striking resemblance between the man 
whose image she had just glimpsed and Chief 
Nzekwe, particularly about the nose and around 
the eyes. 

Martha’s mind raced to the tale bandied about 
by the town’s young men about Barrister 
Desmond; raced to her twin-sister Mary and back 
to the photograph on the table in front of her 
father. 
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“This must be Barrister Desmond”, she 
decided. 

“So the rascals were right after all? And it was 
I, Martha, whom father had decided to sacrifice? 
Oh God, why must this temptation be allowed to 
disturb the tranquil existence with which the 
Ejike household had become synonymous? 

“Why must love and peace stand banished 
today under this roof? Why oh God, why, why?” 

The tears rushed forward as she repeated her 
resolve that neither she nor her sister would ever 
live to become Mrs. Nzekwe. She issued a stern, 
mental rebuke to her tears and bade them retreat 
speedily into their ducts. In one heroic struggle, 
she resolved to be calm and collected without 
losing sight of the goal she had set for herself. 

Papa’s loud sneeze jolted Martha back into her 
position as the lone audience of a Catechist’s 
wonderful oratory. 

“As I was saying nwam, I owe a tremendous 
lot to Chief Nzekwe and I think the moment has 
arrived for us to begin paying back what we owe. 



33 


“You see, it is not my intention that we should 
pay the good chief back in cash but if we could 
demonstrate adequate appreciation for his 
magnanimity, that would amount to squaring 
things up pretty beautifully”. 

He looked up then and met her daughter’s gaze 
boldly challenging his own. There was something 
decidedly unusual in that gaze. In addition to the 
coolness the twin’s face had always worn, there 
was right there on Martha’s face, a puzzling 
combination of challenge and mockery. 

The Catechist could not understand. What was 
happening? For the first time, he had the 
premonition of a commander whose brigade was 
about to mutiny. 

A voice told him to cleverly change the topic 
and choose another moment to break this news to 
Martha. The voice warned him that should he 
press on stubbornly, he was bound to meet a 
violent rebuff. 

“Nonsense!” he silently told the voice. 
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“Nonsense! I know my daughter. It is not 
possible that she can have changed so radically, 
so suddenly. Surely she cannot have forgotten all 
I have given to her: care, love, decent up¬ 
bringing and good secondary school education. 
Only two other young women within five miles 
have had the kind of polish that I have given 
Martha, her twin sister Mary and Janet, daughter 
of the college principal. Silence, cowardly voice! 
Whoever said that Catechist Ejike is afraid of a 
human being — not to talk of a woman, his own 
daughter!” 

He finally dismissed the issue with his 
favourite quotation from Shakespeare’s Macbeth. 
“Wasn’t it my great, late friend, William, who 
wrote that ‘it is the eye of childhood that fears a 
painted devil’. 

“I have said it time without number that 
Shakespeare must have been a Catechist. No one 
else but a Catechist could master the spoken or 
written word as did William”. 
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What iota of doubt which still hovered 
stubbornly around, fled as the Catechist recalled 
another of Shakespeare’s famous declarations: 
“ ‘Our doubts are traitors and make us lose the 
good we often might win, by fearing to attempt’. 

With a will, Mr. Ejike picked the photograph 
he had left lying on the table and, handing it to 
his daughter, asked: 

“How would you like to be the wife of a Barrister 
at Law?. 

He robbed his palms excitedly as if 
congratulating himself at the dramatic and almost 
‘professional’ manner in which he had succeeded 
in presenting Desmond to his future wife. 

Martha studied the photograph for two full 
minutes before asking: 

“Papa, who is this please?” 

“That, my dear daughter, is the photograph of 
Barrister Desmond Nzekwe, the man through 
whom I aim to repay Chief Nzekwe’s acts of rare 
kindness. 
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“Look nwam, there are two brand new cars in 
the ship which is bringing Desmond home to 
Nigeria. One is sure to be for his wife. His father 
has left a fortune for his exclusive use. 

“Desmond, I am told, is an international 
lawyer; which means he will be travelling all 
over the world arguing cases in various countries 
on our planet. He will not leave his wife at home 
while he roams the world. 

“Come, my beloved, you had better know the 
whole truth. Chief Nzekwe and I are in 
agreement. I have decided that you shall be 
Barrister Desmond’s wife. He has seen your 
photograph and is reportedly excited. It was said 
that the day he set eyes on you — I mean on your 
photograph — he rushed to a travel agency and 
booked his voyage home, commencing his 
packing instantly. Love at first sight. Isn’t it what 
you young people call it?” 

“But papa, I haven’t even met this Barrister 
Desmond”. 
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“Met him? Do you have to meet him to fall in 
love with a Barrister at Law? Is anything wrong 
with you Martha”? 

“No papa, there’s nothing wrong with me at 
all. I am only wondering how you want your own 
daughter to marry a man she has never met. 
Lawyers are not all saints papa. What if....” 

The Catechist leapt to his feet and, banging his 
fist three times on the table, ordered his arguing 
daughter to shut up. 

“Shut up! Shut up I say! I did not know that 
you could ever be like the rest of them. Imagine 
you talking up to your father after he had taken a 
decision in your own interest! You are a child. A 
mere child, do you hear?” 

“I know I am a child, father. Please 
understand. I am not talking up to you. I am only 
pointing out that you need to reconsider matching 
your daughter with a man neither she nor even 
yourself happen to know. Remember that you 
told me how you and mum met. It was not love 
through photograph. You at least met each other. 
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Please papa, I find it difficult to love a 
photograph”. 

“But wasn’t it your own photograph he saw 
before he fell down and over?” 

“Yes papa. But that seems a stupid thing to do. 
I did not know you would ask your own daughter 
to be stupid just because someone else was 
stupid. As far as I am concerned, the Desmond 
you have shown me is a mere photograph...” 

He slapped her with his left hand and then with 
the right, shouting as he did so: 

“Desmond Nzekwe is not just a photograph. 
He is Chief Nzekwe’s son. A prince. A lawyer! 
A lawyer do you hear!. 

Overwhelmed with fury and totally confused, 
Mr. Ejike held his daughter by the ear and told 
her crisply: 

“I cannot let you disgrace me. You are my 
daughter and shall do as I say. Tomorrow, I 
shall go over to Chief Nzekwe now that I have 
finished with you. I shall ask him to bring wine 
and make a formal proposal according to the 
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custom and tradition of our people. Once the 
formalities are completed, you automatically 
become Mrs. Desmond Nzekwe. 

He stormed out of the room leaving Martha 
seated there in the chair, her face in her palms, 
sobbing uncontrollably. 


CHAPTER THREE 

When Mary heard her father swearing 
over and over again, she knew that her 
twin sister had kept her resolve. She 
dropped what she was washing and 
rushed into the house. She pushed open 
the door and with shouts of: “Martha, 
Martha, what happened! What 
happened!” knelt in front of her sister. 

Removing both of Martha’s hands, she raised 
the swollen face with her own two hands only to 
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discover the bold print of papa’s ten fingers 
standing out rudely on her lovely face. 

A sudden flood of rage welled up Mary’s 
entire frame. The tears that followed flowed 
unchecked, un-wiped, till her blouse was soaked. 
The two held each other’s hands as they cried. 
Martha was the first to calm down. She consoled 
her sister, asking her to reserve her vengeance for 
the cause of this mental-cum-physical pain. 

Mary’s wailing finally dragged to a halt. She 
fetched a basin of water and a towel. After both 
had washed up, Mary excused herself, explaining 
that Aunt Cecilia must hear their woe. 

When she returned an hour later, she had 
regained all her cheerfulness. She found Martha 
also in a cheerful mood playing with little cousin 
Carol - a pretty, lively four-year old who 
surprised adults with her extraordinary wit, her 
intriguing curiosity. 

Carol was telling Martha, when Mary had 
walked in, that she would like ‘big papa’ to go 
away for one of their long meetings at Enugu. 
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Carol was not happy seeing Big Papa shouting 
and throwing up his hands. If it was “Anti Mata” 
he was angry with, then Big Papa will pay for it 
all when Anti Mata’s Guardian Angel hears of it. 
Then, all of a sudden, Carol turned to Mary and 
asked: 

“Anti Mary, is it true that Big Papa beat up 
Anti Mata?. My brother Josef was saying so 
before I came”. Seeing the smiles on both ladies’ 
faces and without waiting for an answer, Carol 
jumped down Martha’s lap and ran out, declaring 
as she ran: 

“I am going to tell mummy to bring Mr. ‘Do- 
Good’ with which to flog Big Papa for beating up 
Anti Mata”. 


Left to themselves, the twins began to weigh the 
situation. Mary reported on her mission to Aunt 
Cecilia just back from Enugu for a few days’ 
stay. The old woman was strongly against open 
resistance. She revealed how it was Cordelia, 
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mother of the twins, who had made a fairly 
considerate human being out of Mr. Josiah Ejike. 
He was always beating up people before 
Cordelia’s arrival. It was in fact not Christianity 
that drove away Ijeoma, Josiah’s first wife. It 
was fear, fear of being beaten to death. 

That Ijeoma had lasted as long as nine months 
in Mr. Ejike’s house was because she was 
confident she could always return to her father’s 
compound if things became unbearable. When 
therefore the threat of permanent ‘imprisonment’ 
with the “till-death-do-us-part” law of Catholic 
holy wedlock became manifest, Ijeoma thought it 
was time to go. 

Resistance for Martha therefore must be out of 
the question or she could be disfigured. 

The twins finally agreed that the one way out 
was through delay tactics; through subtle 
diplomacy. They must both act genuine 
obedience and loyalty until the appropriate 
moment when they must react appropriately. 
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Martha, meantime, had a bright idea. Three 
persons their father had great respect for were 
the clan head, Chief Nzekwe, the twins’ College 
Principal in Onitsha and their Parish Priest. Her 
plan was to send pleas to all but one of them — 
co-conspirator, Chief Nzekwe. Both sisters 
would go, as soon as possible, to the Parish Priest 
through whom they would dispatch a SOS to the 
Principal. 

The plan was to entreat both men to come to 
the rescue of ladies in distress; to go to the rescue 
of the church under siege, for wasn’t it a cardinal 
principle of the church that marriage must be 
only between two - a male and a female - who 
freely elect to be husband and wife? 

Mary had yet another plan. She would address 
a carefully worded letter to their father, stating 
their case and politely pointing out possible 
consequences of a forced union between Martha 
and anybody, including Barrister Desmond. 

After deliberating on the manner of 
presentation to Mr. Principal and the parish 
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priest, the twins felt satisfied and directed their 
attention to the preparation of supper. 

The two later carried out their mission to the 
Parish Priest who expressed great concern. He 
was shocked that Mr Ejike could be so 
conservative and inconsiderate. As far as he was 
concerned, any man who gave the minutest 
consideration to a forced marriage for his own 
daughter belonged to the stone age. He however 
assured the young ladies that he would send a 
letter to their father. 

For Martha, the principal had this word of 
advice in a letter forwarded through the Parish 
Priest: 

“I would not have you disobey your father. At 
the same time, however, neither you nor your 
father can afford the tragedy that must 
accompany a forced marriage. The solution 
seems to lie only in prayer. You must take the 
case to Our Blessed Mother. She will not fail 
you.” 
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In the months that followed, the twins 
persistently tried protests and entreaties - 
alternately. None worked. Protestations and 
entreaties only succeeded in further infuriating 
Mr. Ejike who had no patience with the ‘erring 
youth of today’. 

A letter came to him from Martha’s college 
principal, advising the Catechist not to force 
Martha’s hand in wedlock. 

His reply was sharp and brief: 

“I’ll respect your opinion on any but this 
subject. Martha happens to be my daughter. I’ve 
decided.” 

Mary on her own part wasted no time at all in 
writing her appeal to their daddy. Aunt Cecilia 
handled the delicate task of delivering the letter 
to Mr. Ejike who was struck by the candour and 
persuasive tone that rang through virtually every 
line. Mary’s letter reads: 


“Dearest Daddy, 
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“I pray you to kindly go through this letter of 
appeal with the sympathy and understanding that 
it richly deserves. It happens to come at a time 
when I believe that the truth ought to be told, 
recognized and appreciated. 

“Martha, your daughter, my sister, today faces 
the most critical time in her life. I have no 
choice, therefore, but to pray you, in the name of 
Cordelia, my dear mother, your beloved late 
wife, to graciously review your stand on the 
planned marriage between Desmond and my twin 
sister, for the following critical reasons: 
“1. Desmond and Martha need to see, know, 
understand and appreciate each other. 

“2. Marriage is a life-long covenant which should 
be entered into only after a very careful exercise 
in self-examination and human analysis. 

“3.The tragic effects of a broken home which 
leaves a permanent scar on the couple, their 
children and families. 

“I sincerely hope and pray, dear daddy, that for 
the sake of the Immaculate Heart of Our Blessed 
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Lady, the sweet Virgin Mother of Jesus Christ, 
you will not sacrifice your daughter Martha. Her 
happiness, as you very well know, is irretrievably 
tied onto my own, through the happy accident of 
our birth as twins”. 

“I remain, 

“Your loving daughter. Mary”. 

Mr. Ejike’s response to his daughter was swift 
but cynically off-beat: 

“My dutiful daughter, Mary, 

“I have been constrained to react to your letter 
strictly because of your grammar, your logic and 
indeed your total presentation, all of which 
represent a monumental tribute to the principal 
and academic staff of your college. 

“More grease to your elbow. 

“Your father.” 

In his own letter, the Parish Priest cautioned 
his Catechist thus: 
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“Be sure you don’t employ arm-twisting to 
actualize a marriage which is not even your 
daughter’s half-hearted wish”. 

The same curt retort came from Mr. Ejike: 

“When I offend against any of the Divine or 
Church commandments, I’ll surely come to you 
for absolution.” 

His daughters were now convinced that only 
surrender to their father’s will would satisfy the 
old, stubborn Catechist. Martha agreed to 
become Mrs. Desmond Nzekwe. 

And so, as speedily as she had fallen into dis¬ 
favour, Martha resumed her place as Mr. Ejike’s 
loving daughter. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

Exactly twelve days from the date of Chief 
Nzekwe’s last visit, the first formal proposal for 
Martha’s hand took place in Catechist Ejike’s 
compound. A delegation from the proposing 
family was led by Chief Nzekwe in person. 
Desmond, his mother, his uncles Nwanne and 
Nebeife were on the traditional ruler’s entourage. 

Host, Catechist Ejike, received his guests in 
the company of his brothers Nwankwo, 
Oguejiofor and Obuekwe. Nwankwo’s son, 
Ezeakor was also in attendance along with Mr. 
Ejike’s senior sister whom the twins called Aunty 
Cecilia. 

Of course, the twin sisters, in keeping with 
Igbo custom and tradition were not to be part of 
the evening’s business except for the fleeting 
instant, when Martha, the bride to-be, must be 
summoned to declare her stand. 

Catechist Ejike opened the speeches’ floor, on 
receiving a tray of kola-nuts from Cecilia. 
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He told his listeners he was incapable of 
adequately expressing his joy in once again being 
honoured with a visit by the Clan Head of Oghe, 
Chief Clement Nzekwe. 

He went on: 

“His presence with this special team of 
relatives so soon after his last visit, tends to 
suggest he is chasing some precious object which 
is threatening to prove elusive. I must urge you, 
my good friend, to commence lowering your 
blood pressure by accepting and blessing this 
kola which I hereby formally present to you.” 

Receiving the kola-nut, Chief Nzekwe 
commented: 

“I knew, all along, that my friend will not fail 
to dramatize this special social visit which my 
relations and I decided to make this evening. Be 
it as it may, my friend Josiah knows pretty well 
what brings us from Owe to Akama. 

“Before I act on his request to bless his kola- 
nuts, let me, without further delay, present before 



51 


this important gathering, our own kola-nuts and 
wine prior to making known the special object of 
our joint assembly here. 

“My dear Josiah, please accept from us these 
kola-nuts and the accompanying pot of palm 
wine. The kola-nuts are ten in number. They 
represent the ten communities that make up our 
clan, Oghe. Do accept the items as an earnest of 
our love and our avowed determination to further 
solidify the bond of friendship cementing our two 
families.” 

Fixing his gaze on the kola-nuts, the Chief 
called on God to bless the items in the following 
words spoken in Igbo language. For as far as all 
Igbos are concerned, you don’t ever dare break or 
bless the kola-nut using any other language 
except Igbo. And it would mean a most 
sacrilegious act for an Igbo traditional ruler to 
violate tradition. The kola-nut DOES NOT 
understand any other language except Igbo. Here, 
therefore, is the translation of the Clan Head’s 
words : 
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“Let me first invite the ever present, all- 
powerful and all-knowing Wisdom who created 
the universe and all that are within, to graciously 
accept our gratitude for the gift of today, the gift 
of our lives and our health; the gift of our 
communities, our regions and our country. You 
who gave us these other appetizing items are 
hereby very humbly invited to bless us all, our 
communities and our country as well as the items 
mentioned, to the greater glory of your most holy 
name. 

“I must also invite our ancestors Owe, Akama, 
Amankwo, Neke, Amansiodo, Oyofo, Iwollo, 
Umunum, Obiagu and Akasa, to partake of these 
items so that they shall continue to guarantee our 
prosperity and survival as one united and 
indivisible family. Our prayer is hereby made in 
the precious name of Our Lord Jesus Christ. 

All chorused: “Amen!” 

Prayer over, Catechist Ejike directed Ezeakor, 
his nephew, to pass the kola-nuts round. The 
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young man did as he was told and proceeded to 
pour out the palm wine. 

He handed the first cup to Chief Nzekwe only 
to be called to order by his uncle who told him 
that the first glass belonged to his bowel. Ezeakor 
apologized and drained his glass. He then 
collected the curved animal horn from the Chief, 
filled and handed it back to the clan head, then 
filled his cup for the Catechist. 

The rest of the people present were equally 
served. When everybody had had two cupfuls 
each, the young man suspended serving the 
drink. 

Chief Nzekwe cleared his throat, greeted 
everybody and began: 

“Our fathers told us that the toad does not 
normally go hopping about in the day time. 
Whenever the toad appears in the day time, it is 
either that it is chasing something or something is 
chasing it. My relations and I are specifically 
here today to find out if the young hen we saw 
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wandering freely only last week in this premises 
remains un-tethered”. 

The Catechist was quick in his response: 

“I think I understand perfectly what you are 
alluding to. In dealing with issues of this nature”, 
he continued, “I always choose to be practical. I 
would rather not answer your question myself. 
Let’s hear what the ‘young hen’ has to say for 
herself’. 

Little Angel Martha was summoned and she 
immediately appeared before them, looking 
enquiringly at her father who then addressed her 
thus: 

“My daughter, you know Chief Nzekwe my 
friend and his son. We would like you to tell us if 
you have accepted any marriage proposal from 
anybody”. 

Martha said she had not. Mr. Ejike continued: 
“If Barrister Desmond here asks your hand in 
marriage, would you accept? 

Martha considered the question for a moment, 
then said: 
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“If it will make my father happy, I shall 
accept.” 

There was a prolonged clapping of hands and 
the Catechist dismissed his daughter with the 
words: 

“That would be all my dear.” 

Looking very proud and totally satisfied, Mr. 
Ejike turned to his friend and declared: 

“It’s now over to you. You should feel free to 
fix a date for the wine carrying ceremony.” 

The Chief promptly responded: 

“I’m both happy and satisfied.” 


With all guests, all relatives gone, Mary and 
Martha, heavy laden with sorrow and irre¬ 
pressible apprehension, sought the privacy of 
their room and the comfort of their little alter. 
Before it they knelt, their eyes heavy with tears. 
Martha found her lips: 
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“Holy God”, she began: “You said in Proverbs 
10 verse 22, that your blessing makes rich and 
that you add no sorrow with it. 

“You have truly, richly blessed my sister and I 
both physically and spiritually. But behold 
Sorrow - cruel, intimidating Sorrow - behold 
Sorrow hailing us in these words: ‘Ladies, here I 
come.’ 

“Mighty Jesus, we praise and adore you. 
Graciously arise and frustrate the devices of the 
crafty so that their hands achieve no success. 
Endow us with the courage, the wisdom to render 
all such devices null, void and of no effect 
whatsoever. 

“Anything which possesses the potential of 
denying us conjugal happiness and all-round 
marital harmony, deserves to be ruthlessly blown 
by the breath of your nostrils beyond the ends of 
the earth, so they can never again pose a threat to 
nwunem (my sister) and myself or to any other 
person whatsoever. 
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“Beloved Virgin Mary, the never-failing 
mediatrix, our loving mother; we humbly implore 
you to graciously convey our sincere heart’s 
desire as contained in the prayer we have just 
said, to your darling Son, Jesus Christ Our Lord, 
for we humbly kneel here convinced that no 
prayer sponsored by you, shall ever suffer 
rejection.” 

And both ladies chorused AMEN, AMEN and 
AMEN. 

A Posts and Telegraphs ( P & T ) mail runner 
dropped an envelope in Chief Nzekwe’s palace. 
The mail was addressed to Prince Desmond 
Nzekwe. When later the same day the prince was 
handed the envelope, he found therein a letter 
inviting him to the official launch of a new print 
medium. 

During their usual evening relaxation, 
Desmond and his friend, Dr Ibe, took a close 
look at the letter of invitation earlier received by 
the prince. That invitation revealed both the 
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name and Mission Statement of the proposed 
weekly newspaper. 

Desmond’s letter read as follows: 

“Dear Prince Desmond, 

“We feel highly honoured and proud to invite 
you to graciously function as Chairman at the 
official launching of our newspaper - the Weekly 
Contact. 

“As the name suggests, this mass 
communication organ - to be published every 
Saturday - shall serve as an effective point of 
contact between the rural population, the 
government and the generality of our region’s 
population. 

“X-Ray Publishers who are ‘mid-wifing’ the 
project, have resolved to leave it rural-biased. We 
shall, through Weekly Contact, attempt 
persuading government, with all public-spirited 
individuals and organizations, to identify and 
honestly address the challenges which oppress 
the rural people. We shall expose all factors and 
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persons that play wolves to the people and 
economy of the rural area. 

“Just as we shall wage war on injustice in the 
country-side, we intend, equally, to recognize 
and champion the rewarding of excellence in 
these very settings which we liken to the 
proverbial hens that lay our golden eggs. 

“This year’s Christmas falls on Sunday, 14 
days from today. Our ‘Weekly Contact’ debuts 
on the eve of Christ’s birth-day. 

“We know you will not fail us. 

“God bless you as you come. 

“Yours Faithfully. 

“Seb. Igwebuike. 

Corporate Affairs Officer.” 

The two friends decided to attend the launch. On 
the scheduled date, the ceremony turned out a 
huge success. The Regional Minister of 
Information was represented. Weekly Contact’s 
maiden issue carried bold, catchy headlines, with 
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the editorial emphasizing on the rural bent of the 
tabloid. 

A donation of the sum of five thousand 
pounds was made by the chairman who, in his 
speech, paid glowing tribute to the publishers of 
Weekly Contact for their laudable initiative. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 

Inside his palace, back home in Owe days later, 
Chief Nzekwe with his son Desmond, had a 
private tete-a-tete: 

“With our recent visit to Akama”, commenced 
the chief, “we have struck the first blow. It is 
now left for us to get down to the nitty-gritty of 
the task ahead.” 

Desmond’s response seemed ready-made: 
“Daddy”, he began: “I have not had the 
opportunity to formally thank you for securing 
Martha’s hand for me. I see her as your greatest 
gift ever to your son. In appreciation of your 
fabulous effort”, he continued: “let me assure 
you that our wedding will be the greatest Oghe 
has ever witnessed. You must permit me to be 
extravagant a little. And when it’s all over and 
done with, your old jalopy will bow gracefully 
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out for a brand new limousine truly worthy of 
your status.” 

“My son”, replied Chief Nzekwe: “be assured 
that in this project, you shall have my full 
support all the way. We shall however put it in 
prayer very seriously. 

“Occasionally,” he continued, “I do have 
premonitions of a last-minute disappointment. 
You see, when you glide down a snow-covered 
mountain, your landing at the base cannot be a 
comfortable one. We have had too smooth¬ 
sailing a voyage so far. There should have been 
one or two bumps on our way. It has been a too- 
good-to-be-true kind of comedy up till now.” 

“Daddy, nothing whatsoever will go wrong,” 
Desmond assured his father, adding: 

“Your handling of the entire arrangement 
remains flawless, deserving of an award. Let us 
move onto the next stage. You lead on, I will 
follow.” 
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“Forgive me, my son,” his father retorted. “We 
must get on with our planning. But don’t you 
think that your Committee of Friends should step 
in at this stage and work out the remaining 
details?” 

“There you go again, daddy,” rejoined 
Desmond: “You’re always right. My Committee 
of Friends has been itching for action.” 


MARTHA’S WINE-CARRYING 
C CEREMONY 

PROGRAMME 

1. The Microphone is unmasked. 

2. ‘Who-Is-Who’ Roll Call 

3. Enter The Good Lord 

4. Kola- nut Ritual Time 

5. Host Family Welcomes Chief Guest 

6. Bride’s Train Follows suit 

7. Enter Bride’s Family’s Drinks 
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8. Drinks Up For Checks 

9. Eggs Sale By Bride’s Train 

10. The Wine Of Love On Tour 
11 .Blessings For The Couple 

12. Couple’s Maiden Dance 

13. From Guests With Love 

14. Refreshment Time 

15. Rounding off prayerfully. 


Desmond’s knock on his father’s bedroom 
door was gentle. He knocked again as response 
failed to be immediate. Only his third knock 
produced his father’s “Come in please”. 

“Good Morning daddy”, greeted Desmond 
whose father’s broad smile and “Hello son, good 
morning”, reassured him that all was well. 

“I’ve come to report to you on the outcome of 
the work of my Committee of Friends”, the 
young lawyer said. 

To Chief Nzekwe’s “Have they concluded 
deliberations?” the barrister responded: 
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“We sat into the early hours of this morning 
and I am very much satisfied with the outcome.” 
“Very good. Let us hear,” the Chief replied. 

Desmond handed his father a copy of the 
programme of events, then proceeded to spell out 
further details: 

“A list of mandatory items demanded by 
Martha’s larger family union contains 12 cartons 
of Star beer, nine cartons of Gulder beer, and 
nine cartons of Small Stout. 

In the Soft Drinks category, nine crates each 
of Amstel Malt and three crates each of Fanta, 
Sprite and Coke drinks were listed. Six good 
quality hot drinks, eight large pots of un¬ 
adulterated palm wine and one giant pot of wine 
usually borne by the strongest man from the 
would-be groom’s family concluded the drinks 
list. This giant pot normally contains about 16 
gallons of wine. Next were six heads of tobacco 
leaves with companion potash, nine cans of 
ground tobacco, with 18 sizeable Igbo kola-nuts. 
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“A separate list contains one sizeable goat, 21 
sizeable yam-tubers and one bag of rice. These 
are to be taken by the family union members in 
place of the entertainment we would have given 
them had they visited Owe to know the palace 
into which their daughter is to be married. 

“Finally listed are items for presentation to 
Martha by us during her first formal visit to her 
bridegroom’s Owe home. They include yam 
tubers, bush meat, one leather box of gifts 
(usually clothing materials, and other small gifts 
intended for her unmarried lady relations and 
friends).” 

In response, Chief Nzekwe told Desmond: 

“Well son, that’s certainly a tall list. You know 
of course that we are to provide every kobo for 
the total entertainment package, except where our 
in-laws volunteer to bear part of the cost. The 
wedding reception is also our sole responsibility. 
However, you can be sure we’re more than equal 
to the challenge.” 
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A very grateful Desmond expressed deep 
appreciation to his father before chipping this in: 

“But a friend who recently wedded an Akama 
daughter assures me our list is neither special nor 
exclusive. He had received exactly identical list 
from his in-laws. 

“That’s most reassuring”, the Chief responded. 
Desmond had more information for the Clan 
Head: 

“That’s not all. A member of my Committee of 
Friends from Uyo, Akwa Ibom State, told us 
during one of our sessions that our total wedding 
package, both traditional and the so-called white 
wedding put together, amounts to less than one 
quarter of wedding costs in his state. According 
to him, a long list of relations would receive cash 
and other gifts amounting to no less than 
N50,000.00 each. That’s outside the 
entertainment cost for both their traditional and 
church weddings”, 

“Indeed!” exclaimed the Chief. 

“Oh yes dad”, Desmond responded, adding: 
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“But please permit me to go into some details 
of the general arrangement for the wine carrying 
ceremony”. 

As his father urged him to go right ahead, 
Desmond proceeded: 

“The ceremony is to take place in a large 
public square near Mr. Ejike’s compound. A guy 
called Nwa Jesus (Son of Jesus) will supply all 
the 20 canopies and 1,500 chairs for the 
occasion. His men will also decorate the venue. 
A live band will supply the music.” 

He continued: 

“A special feature has also been arranged. It 
entails the appearance of the bride in a well¬ 
decorated wooden carriage which will be borne 
into the arena by six good-looking young men 
who shall also carry Martha and myself 
to the vehicle which will convey us to Owe at the 
end of the celebrations. 
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Desmond further informed his father that 
Martha’s family had hired a traditional dance 
troupe to entertain the quests. His committee of 
friends had also concluded plans to steal the 
lime-light on that day with a famous dance group 
from Obimo in Nsukka Local Government Area. 
He concluded: 

“We shall also organize a beauty contest, with 
the lucky winner being crowned by Martha. The 
Wine-carrying Queen will smile home with a 50 
guinea prize to be presented by my humble self. 
Her first runner-up will receive 30 guinea prize 
by my best man while her second runner-up will 
be presented with the sum of 20 guineas by the 
Chief Bride’s Maid” 

“That definitely is a big show of rare money 
power by the Prince from Owe”, his father 
declared. 

“Yes daddy. I want to set Oghe’s tongues 
wagging!” Desmond rejoined, clearly feeling on 
top of the world as his father reassured him with 
the words: 
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“You have my blessing”. 


CHAPTER SIX 

Martha’s wine-carrying day was heralded by 
the third cock-crow. It was six o’clock in the 
morning. Little birds chirped happily away in 
expectation of day break. 

Soon, the Lord of the East shot golden rays 
through thick, drowsy clouds, swiftly dispersing 
all with a lavish shower of tiny, silvery shafts 
which sprang from all around his bold, fiery face 
proclaiming his glory and majesty. 

Catechist Ejike’s compound witnessed, 
throughout the preceding night, the usual hustle 
and bustle that are the hall-mark of preparations 
for a great feast. 

Three hours into the long-awaited Saturday, 
the village square, venue of the traditional 
wedlock, assumed the idyllic setting for a royal 
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banquet. Twenty separate canopies stood 
decorated in their places. One thousand five 
hundred chairs, thoroughly cleaned and shining, 
awaited the arrival of invited guests. 

Once in their-life time, most married couples 
are honoured with royal treatment. In Igbo land 
however, a couple could play royalty, not just 
once but several times, in their life-time: first 
during their traditional wedding, on their formal 
church wedding day and on landmark wedding 
anniversaries. 

To give effect to this age-old tradition, 
Desmond’s Committee of Friends left the decor 
team in no doubt that the hero and heroine of the 
day’s celebration must be adorned with the full 
paraphernalia of royalties. 

In strict compliance with this mandate, 
decorators of the wedding venue banished all 
economy to give the arena a truly exotic touch. A 
red carpet was laid right from the centre of the 
square to a mini canopy whose tarpaulin roof and 
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walls were richly striped with the seven colours 
of the rainbow. 

The entrance to this palace was arch-shaped, 
its edges lined evenly with colourful ribbons 
loosely knotted and secured with pins. Inside 
were two thrones draped with gold-coloured 
velvet. A beautiful blend of church and 
traditional music flowed unceasingly from the 
DJ’s comer while a generous spread of brightly- 
coloured flowers competed with balloons of 
varied hues to transform the village square into a 
delightful wonderland. 

The arrival of the Master of Ceremony at the 
square indicated that the moment the audience 
awaited was perhaps only minutes away. 

Guests were already seated and chatting with 
one another in near whispers. The bride’s family 
members were the first to arrive and occupy 
almost all the seats provided for them. Most other 
canopies were yet to be filled to capacity but the 
three roads leading to the square were thronged 
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with gaily attired guests walking leisurely into 
the square to take their seats in canopies 
allocated to them. 

The MC’s voice, energized by his microphone, 
suddenly rent the air, proclaiming his hearty 
welcome to one and all. Dignitaries both seated 
and just-arrived were recognized and eulogized. 
That special magnetic interest which succeeded 
in pooling this assemblage of exciting and 
excited personalities was explained in very great 
detail. 

“What we are about to witness today”, 
announced the MC, “is the cementing of the 
existing blood ties between Oghe’s first and 
second sons. I see in today’s wine-carrying 
ceremony, not just the marriage of Owe’s learned 
Prince to one of Akama’s uncrowned Queens of 
Loveliness, but the marriage of Oghe’s No I 
community to her immediate sibling. It is the 
wedding of decades’ old friendship between the 
Traditional Ruler of Oghe, Chief Clement 
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Nzekwe and the Solomon of Akama-Oghe, 
Catechist Josiah Ejike. 

“Prince Desmond Nzekwe, a London-trained 
lawyer will, at this venue today, formally clinch 
the coveted hand of Martha Ejike, the Enenebe 
Eje Olu (bewitching beauty) of Akama. The 
widespread view that the proposed union is a 
fitting tribute to friendship, scholarship, beauty 
and love is here in Akama denied unanimous 
endorsement by eligible male youth who feel 
betrayed by what they term ‘Martha’s defection”. 

Just then, a young man ran over to the MC and 
whispered something into his ears. 
Simultaneously, Catechist Ejike and his very 
close relations rose from their seats and headed 
for the Northern approach to the village square. 

The MC’s voice rang out, clear and urgent: 

“May I request the distinguished audience in 
this arena to please rise and welcome Chief 
Clement Nzekwe, Clan Head of Oghe and his 
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scholarly Prince Desmond who have just arrived 
with their royal entourage”. 

A deafening chorus of “Chief! Chief! Chief!” 
rent the air as a fitting welcome to a beloved 
royalty. 

Chief Nzekwe, resplendent in his glossy white 
cloak resting on ankle-deep chocolate-and-gold 
striped skirt waved his big silvery fan in response 
to the cheering crowd. Lolo Rosaline Nzekwe, 
the clan head’s royal spouse walked by her 
husband’s side, richly robed in gold-coloured 
fabric. 

Their son Desmond walked confidently in 
front of his parents. He wore a two-inch wide 
yellow head-band. In place of a shirt, the Prince 
donned a silver-coloured waist-coat that ended 
just-above the navel. In contrast with his father’s 
long skirt, Prince Desmond girded his loins with 
a tiger-skin broad belt holding firmly to his left 
side an Igbo sword sheathed safely in a python- 
skin scabbard. A richly embroidered red George 
wound round the waist and, flowing to the ankle, 
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gave the groom the look of a victorious wrestler 
celebrating his emergence as the undisputed 
champion of the mat. 

Some members of the Chief’s large entourage 
carried giant 21 yam tubers with one bag of rice 
and a white ram, all of which were later 
identified as items listed by the bride’s Family 
Union as mandatory part of the wine-carrying 
requirement. 

Catechist Ejike with his close family members 
moved forward as a group to welcome their in¬ 
laws. Fie threw his arms around the Chief who 
responded by giving his age-old friend a 
prolonged hug before both walked to the square 
hand-in-hand. 

On his part, Mazi Nwankwo, the Catechist’s 
younger brother, welcomed Desmond with a very 
warm hand-shake. Hosts with their guests moved 
to the square and straight to the canopy marked 
“INLAWS” where the visitors took their seats 
while the host family members returned to their 
canopy. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

The MC invited Rev. Fr. Francis Igwenagu 
who had arrived as part of Chief Nzekwe’s 
convoy, to say the Opening Prayer. That prayer, 
though brief, was solemn and loaded with 
inspiring spiritual messages. 

With kola-nuts presented by both families and 
blessed, ushers quickly served quests in all the 
canopies. 

The wife of Mazi Nwankwo Ejike, the twins’ 
paternal uncle - Mrs. Juliana Ejike, in her role as 
Martha’s step-mother, led wives of the Ejike 
larger family to the canopy housing their inlaws, 
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to convey their hearty welcome as Oghe culture 
and tradition demand. They were joined by her 
colleagues, St. Mary’s Primary school lady- 
teachers, who filed out in their colourful uniform 
of white blouses and red George waist-cloth, 
singing and dancing gracefully as they advanced 
towards their guests. 

The women had not quite settled down in their 
seats when the sound of Ogene (metal gong) 
music drowned all voices, shifting every gaze 
towards the road that led to the ancestral home of 
the Ejikes. Children and some curious adults rose 
from their seats in a bid to catch a glimpse of this 
latest attraction. 

And in truth, a cultural troupe was on their 
way, dance-running to the square. They were hot- 
blooded young men, their oldest in his very early 
twenties. Nimble-footed and all aglow with 
undisguised joy, they chanted songs which 
eulogized virginity, obedience, patriotism, 
gallantry and scholarship. 
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Their lead dancer — tall, indigo-black and 
panther-like in his every movement — decorated 
himself with a yellow band tied round his head 
and a red T-shirt resting on white George with 
four multi-coloured scarves tied one each below 
his navel, at his back and at his sides. 

Like their leader, the rest of the bunch of 
vibrant youth exuded surplus energy anxious for 
release. Adorned in white T-shirts on red George 
waist-cloths and waving white handkerchiefs in 
both hands, they thrilled their audience with leg- 
works and acrobatics. Only ten minutes of robust 
performance and the troupe withdrew rather 
dramatically, leaving their spectators clapping 
and cheering and calling for more. 

The voice of the MC came promptly to the 
rescue. He assured the audience that what they 
had just seen was a mere introductory treat. The 
“real thing” was yet to come. 
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But first, Little Angel Martha should formally 
welcome her future husband’s entourage to her 
paternal home. 

Martha’s obedience to the MC’s call was 
instant and total. Accompanied by twin-sister 
Mary and the rest of her bridal train, she 
gracefully led them to the canopy housing the 
people who would soon become her new family 
members. Beaming with smiles, she shook hands 
with virtually everyone seated under the 
INLAWS canopy, before returning to her 
paternal family’s canopy . 

Just then, word went round to the Clan Head 
that time was auspicious for the mandatory 
customary round-table at which both families 
shall negotiate the bride price. Very close 
relatives of both Chief Nzekwe and Catechist 
Ejike quietly withdrew into one room in the 
family-house of host Ejike where about fifty 
seeds of local peer were brought in a tray and 
shown to all present. Each seed was known to 
represent one thousand pounds. 
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Mr. Ejike’s junior brother, Mazi Nwankwo, 
broke the silence. 

“We all know why we’re here. We will not 
place any price on our daughter’s head. Everyone 
knows she’s a priceless gem. Where does she not 
excel? Is it in beauty, in education or in 
character? In the entire clan, she has equal only 
in her twin sister Mary who is neither superior 
nor inferior to Martha. 

“May I plead with us all to approach the 
business at hand with deliberate seriousness.” 

He proceeded: 

“I’ve already said we are not pricing my niece. 
All we shall do here is agree on a reasonable 
compensation for her being transferred to the 
Nzekwe family. To call it bride price is 
unacceptable to me. No amount of money can 
adequately pay for Martha as bride. The name 
bride price is a misnomer. 

He turned to his relatives seated in a group. 
They conferred briefly, juggling the seeds in the 
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tray. The Ejike family’s spokesman then wheeled 
round, facing the Nzekwe family. 

“Here are 45 seeds. That’s more than a fair 
deal from us”, he announced. 

Chief Nzekwe’s own junior brother, Ogbonna, 
received the tray and turned, facing his family. 
There were hushed voices and sounds denoting 
shifting of the seeds, before the visitors’ 
spokesman also faced his hosts saying: 

“Our in-laws, you spoke like men. It’s those 
rare qualities you referred to which attracted us 
to our wife. And because we cherish her, we are 
offering 20 seeds. 

The tray returned to the Ejike team. After a 
brief while, they passed over 35 seeds. In return, 
the Nzekwe group offered 25. When N wank wo, 
Mr. Ejike’s brother spoke again, it was to hand 
over 30 seeds, declaring: 

“This is the least we are prepared to concede. 
If indeed you value the material at stake, you 
should end your haggling”. 
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The Clan Head rose at this stage saying: 

“Ndi Ogom Kwenu (greetings my inlaws). 

“I thank you all immensely. We accept your 
offer. And to demonstrate our faith in our wife, 
we add five seeds to your 30.” 

A loud applause followed. Then a round of 
hands-shaking. The Chief also announced 20 
seeds for Martha’s step mother. 

Catechist Ejike then rose and thanked 
everyone present. Holding the N35,000.00 in his 
left hand, he shook Chief Nzekwe with his right. 
He then announced: 

“I, obviously, am the happiest man in this clan 
today. I hold in my hand the bride price of my 
daughter, paid by Desmond, my best friend’s 
son. However, I want all to know that my 
daughter is not for sale. Having satisfied 
tradition, I’m returning N30,000.00 to my friend, 
keeping only N5,000.00 as token.” There was 
heavy applause. All returned to the square. 



84 


Meanwhile, the MC entertained the audience 
with jokes, riddles and anecdotes before 
announcing the re-emergence of the ogene troupe 
from their retreat, with six of them bearing a 
well-decorated carriage canopied with a rainbow- 
coloured tarpaulin. In the carriage sat Little 
Angel Martha Ejike costumed in the complete 
regalia of Her Majesty the queen. Trotting along 
with the cart-bearers, Mary kept raining flowers 
upon her sister. 

The youths moved gracefully in gentle fox¬ 
trot, their music no longer clanging but softish, 
gentle, royal. They were closely followed by a 
galaxy of bewitching beauties, a stunning 
confirmation of the legendary beauty of Oghe 
ladies. 

The spectators completely forgot the ogene 
music and its rugged dancers, gaping open- 
mouthed at God’s wonderful craftsmanship, His 
unfair bias in favour of Oghe, singling her out as 
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one of the most favoured sources of Nigeria’s 
most naturally beautiful women. 

Their precious cargo carefully deposited in her 
‘palace’, the ogene group suddenly changed the 
tempo of their music, returning to their loud, 
challenging, staccato musical tunes producing 
strictly indigenous, yet superbly co-ordinated 
stage-craft that drew thunderous ovation about a 
dozen times before they finally bowed out and 
returned to roost. 

The MC once again found his microphone and 
took complete charge of affairs. He announced 
that it was time for all present to enjoy the 
hospitality of the latest couple Oghe tradition had 
produced. 

To Little Angel Martha, he directed the appeal 
to prepare for the next item on the day’s 
programme which was the sale of special eggs to 
the audience, after which she was to identify and 
present her groom to her father and members of 
his family. He directed his dutiful aides to ensure 
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that everyone in the square was adequately 
served with both food and drinks in line with 
each guest’s taste. 

Everything moved swiftly but smoothly to the 
critical moment when the bride must present her 
groom to her family and the general public. 
Martha stepped forward then and stood before 
her father who presented her with a cup of virgin 
palm wine, urging her, with the aid of a 
microphone, to step into the crowd, search for 
whomsoever was her choice life-partner, sip the 
wine he was handing over to her before giving 
the drink to her chosen man as a sign of her love 
and total submission to him. 

Accompanied by her bridal train, Martha set 
out on her crucial adventure, to the 
accompaniment of soft, scintillating music. She 
teased many an eligible bachelor, stretching out 
her hand as if about to hand them the coveted 
cup, only to dramatically withdraw and move 
gracefully on. 
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At last, the cup found its home and the couple, 
having sipped both drink and each other’s lips, 
stepped out hand-in-hand to be blessed by their 
fathers. Their first port of call was the 
Catechist’s seat before which they both knelt 
with heads bowed. 

Josiah Ejike cleared his throat and very 
confidently began: 

“My dear children, I shall bless you two in the 
words of Psalm 45, verses 10 to 12 and verses 
14 to 17. It says: 

“Listen, oh daughter, give ear to my words; 
forget your own people and your father’s house. 
So will the king greatly desire your beauty. He is 
your lord, pay homage to him. 

“The daughter of the king is clothed in 
splendour, her robes embroidered with pearls set 
in gold. She is led to the king with her maiden 
companions. 

“They are escorted amid gladness and joy; 
they pass within the palace of the king. Sons 
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shall be yours in place of your father’s. You will 
make them princes over all the earth. 

“As for you, Prince Desmond my son, you and 
your wife shall make a happy family, for, 
already, God has guaranteed contentment and joy 
in a royal environment. Go then in peace, my 
beloved children and may the Good Lord richly 
bless you both, in Jesus most powerful name I 
pray, Amen.” 

They rose, bowed, and walked hand-in-hand to 
the seat of Chief Nzekwe, ready for his own 
blessing. The clan head did not keep them 
waiting. 

He placed his hands on the heads of the couple 
saying: 

“My beloved children, as God remains a kind 
and loving father to me, so I now entreat Him to 
graciously endow me with such blessings as 
would enable me be a kind and loving father to 
you both. 
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“May you bask in the iron armour of His 
protection, so you can enjoy long life in robust 
health, immunized against all kinds of poison, all 
kinds of darts, arrows and bullets fired by both 
spiritual and human enemies. 

“May you draw abundantly from God’s 
boundless reservoir of earthly riches and favours 
just so that the Good Lord’s holy name will, for 
ever, remain glorified. 

“May He bless you with fruits of the womb - 
fruits destined to grow and mature in the fear of 
the Lord, to obey and honour their parents. 

“Above all, may you both learn to love God 
with all your heart and with all your strength and 
may you love your neighbours as you love 
yourselves. I make this prayer through Christ our 
Lord. Amen, Amen and Amen.” 

Next followed their very first joint public act, 
dancing to the beat of befitting music provided 
by a standing live-band. Relatives, friends and 
well-wishers moved in droves to the dance floor 
to shower rains of pound-notes upon the couple 
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as a clear sign of their love and support to the 
pair. 

While Desmond showed excitement and 
satisfaction, Martha simply swayed to the beat of 
the music apparently weak and physically spent 
after a long hard day of stressful engagements. 

Before the band signed off, the MC 
appealed to the audience to drink their fill of the 
inexhaustible hospitality of the celebrants which 
was to be climaxed by the performance of the 
famous female dance troupe from Obimo, near 
the university town of Nsukka. 

Soon, peals of a combination of xylo-phone, 
horn and drum music filled the air. The dancers 
filed out and executed slow but rhythmic dance 
steps, in perfect harmony with the beat from the 
instrumentalists. 

The dance featured sensuous belly movements 
that tossed up colourful beads loosely hugging 
their owners’ waists. The dancers trotted gingerly 
forward, then backward; to the left and to the 
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right and, still graceful and magical on their 
nimble toes, they dropped to a crouch, executing 
two perfect spins, one clock-wise and the other 
anti-clock-wise, before finally rising to their feet 
and bowing to their audience, genuflecting with 
heads drooping. It was their final curtseying for 
the day. The music dragged to a smooth, 
rhythmic, gentle death; and all the troupe trotted 
off stage. 

The audience responded with an ovation that 
was one loud, almost interminable acclamation of 
a unique, totally pleasurable and satisfying 
performance. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

The microphone sprang to life once again. The 
MC’s voice possessed a ring of urgency. He was 
introducing an item he dubbed ‘the ultimate’, the 
‘grand finale’. 

“Distinguished ladies and gentlemen, please 
lend me your ears”, he began. 

“We have arrived at the ultimate, the grand 
finale. 

“Prince Desmond, the groom of the decade, 
wishes to conclude today’s rare celebration with 
a beauty pageant, a parade of the very best, and 
the choicest of beauties Oghe’s number one 
export has to offer you. 

“If we had stared open-mouthed when the 
bridal train first took the floor, then excuse me, 
we all have to brace up now for a breath¬ 
capturing eye-full as the stunning array of 
indigenous, un-spoilt gift of nature greets the 
audience with a bow and a smile. 



93 


“I shall now remove myself so you will not 
miss even one second of the action. But wait a 
moment. I guess I must inflict myself a little 
more upon you as I need to introduce to you the 
experts who have packaged the pageant. 

“This wonderful team of five is made up of a 
young Englishman from London, his charming 
wife and three Enugu State indigenes from Udi, 
Oji River and Nsukka divisions. 

“Distinguished ladies and gentlemen, meet Mr. 
and Mrs. Dan Scot, with our brothers Pete Ene, 
Jimmy Udeh and Louis Onah. The team was 
deliberately picked from outside our own Ezeagu 
area, since they have to act as judges. Our idea, 
of course, is merely to guarantee your total 
confidence in their final verdict. 

“Have a wonderful time”. 

The audience responded with a thunderous 
ovation. 

All through the day, a podium had stood 
unnoticed, at the eastern end of the village square 
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— venue of the traditional wedding ceremony. 
Screened off from the guests, the platform had 
served as the store from which assorted food and 
drinks had flowed to the audience. 

“Your Royal Highness, ladies and gentlemen”, 
began Dan, the Englishman, with the MC 
interpreting. 

“Thank you very much for that wonderful 
ovation which very convincingly assured us of 
your hearty welcome. We intend to swing 
straight into this final phase of a most exciting 
day. 

“But first, a peep into the nature the 
competition will take. There are 15 contestants - 
two each from the other six communities that 
today make up Oghe Clan. We had to 
accommodate three contestants from Akama, the 
host community. 

The dress code for all contestants completely 
eliminates any near-nude outfit. The barest 
anyone of them may be permitted to expose shall 
be whatever a just-below-the-knee tight pant, 
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skirt or jeans succeeds in exhibiting. Breasts will 
also be jealously protected. 

“Today’s competition will feature a critical 
review of each lady’s carriage, her spoken 
English and spoken Oghe dialect, with each 
contestant’s total personality. 

“We must crave your indulgence. Since the 
stake is high, we have resolved to do a thorough 
job. Whoever emerges Oghe Clan’s first Beauty 
Queen today shall smile home with a 50 guinea 
prize money. The runner-up shall receive the sum 
of 30 guineas while 20 guineas go to the lady 
who clinches the third position. All the other 
contestants shall each receive 10 guineas for 
participating. 

“Expect a show which adequately compensates 
for your time, your patience. God bless you all.” 

The curtain was drawn behind the five judges. 
Almost immediately, the curtain swung apart 
once again, revealing every contestant as she 
strutted elegantly upon the stage, loudly cheered 
by the audience. They wore flowing party dresses 
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with each advancing to the centre stage to 
address the audience in English language. 

Each was expected to state her full name, 
recite a short profile of herself and let the 
audience into what she believed qualified her for 
the crown of Oghe’s first beauty queen. 

Round two of the competition expects every 
contestant to wear traditional attire. She was, at 
this stage, to reveal the extent of her knowledge 
of Oghe folklore or the indigenous traditional 
music. 

The final round simply involved a repeat of 
Round One presented in raw Oghe dialect. 

An interlude of the rugged ogene music bought 
enough time for the judges to arrive at their final 
decision. The first prize went to an Iwollo 
contestant, the second to Akama while the third 
prize went to Owe, Desmond’s paternal 
community. Each announcement attracted loud 
ovation from the audience whose reaction at 
every stage reflected unanimous approval of the 
verdict of the judges. 
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Martha, the celebrated bride, personally 
crowned and presented her cash prize to the 
Iwollo-bom beauty queen. Desmond, the 
generous groom, presented 30 guineas cash prize 
to the first runner-up while the second runner-up 
received her 20 guinea prize from Dr. Ibe, the 
Best Man. 

The presentation of twelve consolation prizes 
-10 guineas each to the rest of the contestants — 
became the lot of Chief Bride’s Maid, Mary 
Ejike. 

Asked what she planned to do with her 
precious prize money and her crown, Miss 
Amaka Ezeako, Oghe’s first beauty queen, said 
that her parents who had seen to her education 
and total personality shape-up, solely deserved 
all the credit for her success. To them, therefore, 
belonged the decision as to how the prize money 
would be disbursed. 
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As for the crown, Amaka saw it as the glory of 
the competition. Since glory it was, all glory 
truly belonged to the Lord. She concluded: 

“On the day I’ll give thanks to God for His 
wonderful favours, I intend to present the crown 
to Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament.” 

The applause that followed was spontaneous, 
prolonged and uproarious—an appreciation of a 
befitting conclusion to an unprecedented, 
hilarious event that had the colour and content of 
a carnival. 

The guests rose to their feet in response to 
Rev. Fr. Francis Igwenagu’s call on all to stand 
up for the closing prayers. 

Prayers over, Owe women quickly regrouped, 
forming a throng as they shuffled to the Ejike 
family house, pleading for the immediate release 
of Little Angel Martha. For tradition demanded 
that the Owe women must not leave the youngest 
addition to their fold behind, once the traditional 
wedding is consummated. As they shuffled on, 
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they chanted the following song composed for 
such occasion over half a century earlier: 

“Release her to us 
“For a woman’s honour 
“Resides only in her matrimonial home”. 

The group’s vocalist had the duty of calling 
upon the parents and relatives of the new bride, 
one after another, demanding from each, his/her 
faithful compliance with the dictates of the 
community’s custom and tradition. In response, 
the women would repeat the chorus: 

“Release her to us 

“For a woman’s honour 

"Resides in her matrimonial home”. 

But hush, a new female voice had risen high 
above the chorus. It was the voice of the leader of 
Umuada Ochie, (female relatives, both immediate 
and distant, of the new bride). 
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She next greeted the visitors: 

“Ndiomu Owe, KwenuV (Owe women, 

greetings). 

This salutation was repeated two more times, 
after which, the I si Ada (leader of Ochie 
daughters) continued. 

“ Muonu! ’’(Breed) 

“ “ Zuonu! ’’(Train your offspring) 

“Lienu! ’’(Enjoy the fruits of your labour) 

To each of the first two salutations, the Owe 
women shouted: 

“Yah!” 

To the final salutation, they thundered: 
Yah-h-h-h-!” 

Isi Ada Ochie then addressed the visitors: 

“My dear sisters, need I give expression to the 
fact that you remain heartily welcome to 
Umuochie Quarter of Akama-Oghe? 
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“We’ve got your message. But we plead with 
you to be patient. For you may only leave with 
our sister after Umuada Ochie have been fully 
settled”. 

She concluded: 

“You all know Oghe tradition. Settle us and 
we will at once release our daughter and sister to 
you”. 

The visiting women quickly scuttled to one 
end and conferred. They knew the tradition. 
Umuada Ochie were, by right, entitled to the sum 
of three pounds, their fair share of the bounty 
which always flowed from every young Oghe 
lady’s betrothal. 

Desmond’s elder sister who was with the rest 
of Owe women, dipped her hand into her hand¬ 
bag, produced four pounds - one pound more 
than the required amount — and gave all to Isi 
Ada Ochie 1 , apologizing that in the euphoria of 
the day’s celebration, Ada Ochie’s rightful cut 
had most regrettably been oversighted. 
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I si Ada Ochie performed a very graceful 
traditional dance to the admiration of Owe 
women, in appreciation of the generous gift. She 
then stepped into the Ejike family house and 
reappeared with Martha, Mary and their step¬ 
mother. 

Ahead of Martha, the bride to-be, was a 
mandatory three-day exploratory sojourn in Owe, 
at the groom’s compound — a period intended to 
help her determine the acceptability or otherwise 
of her new home environment. 

As if the twins’ appearance was an awaited 
signal, the Ogene music sounded, louder than 
ever. Soon, the troupe arrived the Ejike family 
house, with six of them bearing the beautiful 
carriage canopied with a rainbow-coloured 
tarpaulin. They very gently lowered the coach 
onto the ground, for Barrister Desmond was 
seated in there. 
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The young groom stepped smartly out then, 
walked straight to where Little Angel Martha was 
standing. He bowed very politely to Martha’s 
step mother, and rising, took Martha’s right hand 
with his left and, smiling, walked with her into 
the coach. 

The Ogene music clanged a crescendo as the 
carriage got lifted by its rugged bearers who 
trotted off to where Desmond’s entourage had 
been waiting. 

The youths lowered their burden and Oghe’s 
youngest couple eased themselves into the rear 
seat of Desmond’s limousine. Mary smartly 
opened the front seat, deposited herself gently on 
it and closed the door after her. Dr. Ibe had taken 
his seat in his Mercedes Benz. It was time the 
royal bridal convoy moved. Destination? The 
Owe palace of Oghe’s Clan Head. 
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CHAPTER NINE 

At exactly 5.30 in the morning, Desmond 
awoke from a sleep that had seemed unending, 
feeling like one pulled out of a fleeting dream¬ 
land strewn with panoramic sceneries. He had 
savoured every single moment of the night, 
uncertain which glamorous scene to plead with 
dreamland to encore. He had prayed for all to 
remain saved in his memory. All but two; two 
very momentary but cruel scenes. 

In one of those two scenes, Desmond had been 
presented with a note in which Martha had left a 
message both clear and confusing—a one- 
sentence note which simply said: 

“Hullo Desmond, all that glitters isn’t really 
gold, Martha”. 

The second cruel scene saw Desmond holding 
an exceedingly beautiful bird, its feathers 
decorated with the seven colours of the rainbow. 
The strange bird flapped its wings, seeking 
release. Desmond obliged. In a surprise reaction 
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to its newly-won freedom, the bird swiftly 
hopped onto Desmond’s knee, spun around and 
deftly struck three quick pecks on his chest, 
drawing blood just above the left breast, before 
flying hurriedly off. Pain from those dream- 
pecks out-lasted the dream and still sauntered 
somewhere in his memory as Desmond woke up 
his friend - Dr. Simon Ibe - to narrate his strange 
exclusive. 

Before the young medico sat his friend, 
Barrister Desmond - visibly shaken, trembling. 
Dr. Ibe did not like what he heard and what he 
saw. But he dared not voice what was right then 
on his mind. He summoned up courage and 
blurted out: 

“C’mon man, you lily livered? It’s a mere 
dream. It’s gone with the night! I’ve been part of 
this game right up to yesterday’s wine-carrying 
ceremony and there’s nothing, absolutely nothing 
to worry about. And don’t forget this dictum: “In 
love, you shall taste sweet and bitter pills”. 
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Desmond managed to take a firm grip on 
himself. Dawn came and he with Dr. Ibe joined 
Mary and Martha in the dining room. Breakfast 
was rich - fried plantain, plenty of vegetables 
jostling with fresh tomatoes, onions. There was 
sliced bread, butter, fruit juice, fresh fish and 
sausages, all purchased from Kingsway Stores, 
Enugu. Conversation was rather skeletal. 
Everybody left the dining table visibly satisfied. 


Mary’s face had anxiety written all over it. When 
she woke Martha up in the morning of the day 
after the traditional marriage, she had betrayed a 
trait quite alien to her nature. Of course Martha 
knew her twin sister as thoroughly as she knew 
her own self. This anxiety, almost fear—that was 
a total stranger to Mary’s nature! What on earth 
had made Mary shake; Mary who had always 
been mistress of every situation? 
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“Nwunem (my sister), Mary whispered: 
“Desmond is highly upset, very apprehensive. 

I’ve just overheard him narrating dreams he has 
had to Dr. Ibe”. 

“Dreams, what dreams'”? queried Martha. 
“There were two dreams. In the first”, continued 
Mary, “Desmond had received a note from you - 
a one-sentence note declaring, tersely: 

“All that glitters is not gold”. 

“Good gracious”! exclaimed Martha. 

“The second dream”, Mary went on: “related 
to a very beautiful bird which Desmond found 
himself holding in his hands. He was still 
admiring it when the bird began flapping its 
wings rather frantically, apparently anxious to 
regain its freedom”. 

Mary rounded off her report: 

“As Desmond obliged, releasing the bird, it 
first perched on his knee, swung swiftly round, 
only to crane its neck and deftly land three 
merciless pecks upon the poor man’s left breast, 
drawing blood before it flew off.” 
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“Jesus Christ!” exclaimed Martha who 
commented further thus: 

“Desmond must be really good for the Lord to 
reveal the plan to him even though he may not 
grasp everything in detail! What are we to do?” 

In reply to her sister’s question, Mary 
volunteered: 

“Nothing of course, except to execute your 
plan to its final detail”. 

“There’s something more”, added Martha. 
“We must pray fervently to Our Lady to continue 
shielding us from shame and to go on guiding us 
till the end”. 

Mary responded: “Yes of course”. 

Martha however required an answer to another 
lingering question. She asked Mary: 

“But Desmond’s one-man audience, what was 
his reaction? Did anything meaningful filter 
through, through the wall”. 

Mary’s reply was quick and to the point”: 
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“Yes, yes. Dr. Ibe simply dismissed the dreams 
as the still-born child of a tired brain. He urged 
his friend to take no notice of the dreams, 
reminding him that in love, one should be 
prepared to taste sweet and bitter pills. 

“Thank heavens. And so, we march on” joined 
Martha, adding: 

“The pills promise to be truly bitter indeed.” 

As Oghe custom demanded, Martha had to prove 
her expertise, her commitment to the traditional 
female role of ever guaranteeing a clean 
environment. On the stroke of six in the morning 
following the wine-carrying ceremony, Martha 
picked up a broom and went sweeping the 
compounds in the palace of Clan Head Nzekwe. 

The palace proper was her first port of call. If 
Catechist Ejike had been privileged to witness 
this exercise, he would have simply felt proud, 
very proud of Mary and Martha. For Mary had of 
course not allowed Martha discharge her 
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assignment all alone. She was by her sister’s side 
every moment, every inch of the way. 

The twins did justice to the palace in less than 
20 minutes, leaving the compound spotlessly 
clean, gleaning in both the sun and the moon. 
Before the twins could move over to the very 
next building in the large Nzekwe Family- 
compound, all the unmarried ladies from around 
the neighbourhood had joined them, each with 
her own broom, in appreciation and support of 
their newest wife. 

They chanted romantic and other traditional 
rhymes, exuding transparent excitement and joy, 
uplifting the hearts of the twins from 
neighbouring Akama village. Maybe an 
observant bird had flown to each household, 
whispering the fact that a new bride had come 
and was presently engaged in the customary act 
of sweeping her groom’s compound. The bird did 
not have to remind the maidens of their bounden 
duty to demonstrate practical solidarity. 
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From every nuclear family whose premises 
experienced the exquisite cleanliness resulting 
from the united efforts of the twins and their 
local supporters, gifts, financial and material— 
were rained upon the visitors, their hosts and 
hostesses finding it impossible to pick out 
Martha from Mary. 

assignment over, the twins went 
straight to show Chief Nzekwe, his lolo (queen) 
and Desmond, the gifts they had received. The 
royal couple seized the opportunity to make 
generous presentations of their own to their 
bride, for the traditional wedlock of the previous 
day had conferred upon Martha the right to 
officially appropriate the title “wife” for herself. 

The Clan Head congratulated the twins for 
their faithfulness to Oghe tradition and asked his 
lolo to excort the visitors to their room. 

The twins next bathed, then joined Chief 
Nzekwe’s wife in the kitchen to participate in the 
preparation of breakfast. 
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Desmond’s dream and its shattering effect 
soon faded into a mere ugly memory. Life 
quickly returned to normal for the young Owe 
prince. He and Dr. Ibe made sure that the Little 
Angels missed no excitement whatsoever. The 
girls were taken to every place of interest—the 
market, village square, Chief Nzekwe’s yam bam 
and the local church. 

On the second day of the ladies’ stay, they 
were driven to Enugu—the Coal City—for more 
sight-seeing and shopping. Mary and Martha 
were astonished by the generosity, almost 
extravagance, of their host, the prince. 

Desmond did not just cater for the interest of 
his prospective bride. He treated Mary and 
Martha simply as the twins that they were. For 
him, what was good for the goose must equally 
be made available to the gander. Two suit-cases 
were thus stuffed with trinkets, expensive 
dresses, shoes, et cetera. 
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CHAPTER TEN 

Three days expired as if they had been three 
hours. The twins went to the homes of all their 
hosts and those of their new friends to bid all 
farewell. Dr. Ibe’s chev. was waiting. Martha 
embraced Desmond while Mary shook Dr. Ibe’s 
hand rather warmly. The men opened both of the 
chev’s back doors for the twins, had the doors 
closed before the driver eased smoothly off. 
Hands were waved. 

The ride from Owe to Akama was pleasurable 
but brief. The road, though un-tarred was 
smooth, having recently been graded by the 
Regional government. As the driver took a bend, 
pulling up in Mr Josiah Ejike’s compound, he 
revved the car’s engine, to announce his arrival. 
The driver’s action brought the Catechist and his 
entire neighbours to his sitting room. 
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Mary and Martha were the centre of 
attraction. They were both welcomed with warm 
embraces, handshakes and pats on their 
shoulders, backs and cheeks. 

The wife of the twins’ uncle got up from her 
seat, conferred briefly with the Catechist and 
walked into a room. She re-emerged minutes 
later with okwa (wooden tray) containing kola- 
nuts, bitter kola and some ground pepper. 

The twins served the “kola” to all present 
before moving into a room to return with a 
packet of biscuits with sweets. After everyone 
had had something, the driver expressed deep 
gratitude to the Catechist, greeted the twins and 
rose to take his leave. 

Mr. Ejike excused himself from his guests for 
a brief moment and returned with a large kola- 
nut pod which the driver was to give to Clan 
Head Nzekwe as a token of the ever growing 
friendship between him and the Catechist. . 

The chev’s engine coughed once, roared and 
glided out of sight. 
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Opening their hand-bags, Mary and Martha each 
brought out a key and unlocked the suit-cases 
they had been presented with by Barr. Desmond. 
Shouts and exclamations greeted the rich 
contents of both boxes. Each box had exactly 
identical contents as the other — shoes, trinkets, 
wrist watches, bangles and different types of 
dresses. 

The girls told their audience they had had the 
most exciting days of their lives during their 
three-day absence from home. They had been 
treated like royalties and spoilt with gifts. 

They narrated how they had been taken to 
every place of interest in Owe before they were 
driven to Enugu on a shopping spree. Catechist 
Eke listened to his daughters with obvious 
satisfaction and pride. He told them he was 
indebted to them for not letting him down. 

At last, the reception was over and every one 
retired to his or her home. The young ladies 
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among the visitors did not go empty handed. 
Items like toilet soap, powder, pomade, pocket 
mirrors, ear-rings and bangles were given out to 
them by the twins in accordance with Oghe 
custom and tradition. 

Perhaps finally, the twins would now be left on 
their own to share confidences, sentiments and 
emotions. There had never been any secrets 
between Mary and Martha. For them the one’s 
left hand knew exactly all what the other’s right 
hand did — all of it, without exception. 

Mary was the first to open up: 

‘ Nwunem’(My sister); do you remember that 
after you had heard my report on Desmond’s 
dreams, you had described the prince as good?” 

“Yes”', came Martha’s reply. She added: 

“I remember saying something like that. What 
about it”? 

In her response, Mary betrayed a rather strong 
feeling of guilt. She said: 

“Well, to be quite honest with you, I think we 
have been more than unkind to him”. 
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Martha agreed. She asked Mary: 

“What’s on your mind nwuneml Are we about 
changing the plan?” 

Not waiting for her sister to answer her 
double-barrelled question, she went on: 

“It is really neither too late nor difficult. Are 
you aware that all through the traditional 
wedding ceremony, nobody—not even our dad or 
Desmond — had realized that the lady they were 
referring to as Martha was actually Mary? So we 
really do not have any problem whatsoever. On 
wedding day, Martha shall simply be herself, 
casting the image, name and role of Mary off 
herself ”. 

“Nonsense!” came Mary’s resolute word in 
correction. 

“That’s not where I was going at all. After the 
coup would have been successfully carried out, 
we just have to find a way of returning all of 
Desmond’s gifts to him”: 
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Martha offered no resistance. She simply 
stated: 

“That won’t be a problem. The Parish Priest is 
sympathetic to our cause. He would love the idea 
of our sense of justice and fairness. So nwunem, 
relax, we are on course. 


Desmond and his friend - Dr Ibe - sat relaxing 
in front of the palace. They had just concluded 
reviewing events of the immediate past weekend 
with its succeeding three days during which they 
had hosted the ladies from Akama at the palace. 

Dr Ibe had used the opportunity offered by the 
evening’s friendly exchanges to brief Desmond 
on his enchanting excursion into the domain of 
love - a most welcome surprise escapade to 
which is owed the budding romance between 
him, as Best Man, and Mary, the Chief Bride’s 
Maid. 
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Every wedding ceremony, with its 
accompanying reception, is always so arranged 
that the Best Man and Chief Maid, though 
apparently un-noticed, end up emerging - in the 
mind of the audience - as the official successors 
to the ‘latest couple’ in town. Such usual 
appearances now seem to Dr Ibe to be exceeding 
the bound of similitude and speedily encroaching 
on reality. 

“I first noticed Mary often holding my hand 
rather tenderly”, he explained, “and when she 
was not doing this, she would stroke my arm so 
affectionately, at the same time casting a most 
alluring glance up at my face. 

“At first, I would shyly drag away my face, 
muttering something like -“What is it dear?” Or 
some stupid statement like: “Look, people are 
staring at us”. 

Desmond cut in at this stage: 

“Frankly, I nursed a strong suspicion - in fact, 
I even prayed secretly — that your very handsome 
features, your most humble disposition, should 
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leave a permanent mark upon Mary’s tender 
heart. I thank God for hearing my prayer.” 

“ But I gave her no cause whatsoever,” came 
Dr Ibe’s response. 

“Just listen to yourself’, Desmond butted in, 
then continued: 

“Had I not told you many times over to pray 
very fervently that your chivalrous demeanour 
would not cast the wrong type of life-partner 
upon you? Thank Heavens Mary possesses such 
impressive qualities that are bound to foster a 
congeniality of tastes and character between both 
of you.” 

“The truth,” rejoined Dr Ibe, “is that I now 
find her adorable disposition absolutely 
irresistible. Her lovely face flashes before me 
everywhere I go; her voice rings unceasingly in 
my ears”. 

“Congratulations Mary’s future husband,” 
Desmond responded, before adding: 

“In my own case, I find Martha making 
strenuous efforts to cover up our intimacy in 
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public whilst exhibiting unabashed affection 
once we are shielded from public gaze. 

He concluded: To be quite honest with you, it’s 
only Martha’s confession of unconditional love 
for me which sustains my faith in our future 
conjugal happiness. I am happy, but not quite 
satisfied as yet.” 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

Wedding day was only twelve hours away. 
Everything was ready. The guests were already 
arriving. 

Desmond had decided this was going to be the 
wedding of the decade. He had come to adore 
this ever-smiling Martha whom his father called 
Little Angel. 

He had always respected his father’s tastes. 
But frankly, Desmond would never have thought 
the old man capable of such irreproachable 
choice. 

The only way to demonstrate his hundred 
percent endorsement was to make this the 
greatest wedding in the history of Oghe. He was 
going to succeed. No blighter of a rebellious 
weather was going to stand in his way. 

The music, the merry peals of laughter coming 
from the top floor of Chief Nzekwe’s palace, 
continued to persist. It was the Bachelor’s Eve 
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party at its preliminary stage, beginning to 
acquire a bustle. 


Inside Martha’s room, the twin sisters spoke in 
whispers. 

“Come now Martha, you must not spoil 
everything. Why, the way you are carrying on, 
one would think you have not the slightest cause 
to be cheerful, bearing in mind the way things 
have been worked out,” Mary said. 

“Cheerful”? Retorted Martha: “Wedding day is 
less than twelve hours away and you talk to me 
about being cheerful! No thank you. And 
suppose something goes wrong! What am I to 
do!” 

“You’ll do absolutely nothing”, retorted Mary, 
“because nothing is going to go wrong. I better 
tell you once again that you don’t have to bother 
in anyway. I shall take care of everything as you 
had planned. Just you cheer up and think only 
about when it will all be over. Be assured that I 
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still remember every single detail of all we had 
agreed upon?” 

Martha said her faith in her sister remained 
unshaken and unshakable. She was about to add 
something when a knock at the door interrupted 
her. Their father walked in and, seeing Martha’s 
countenance, first frowned, then roared with 
laughter. 

He had seen it all before — brides shedding hot 
tears of joy before the momentous hour. His late 
wife, Martha’s mother, did exactly the same 
thing on the eve of their wedding. Shed more 
than three pints of tears on the eve of her 
wedding; that’s what Cordelia, mother of the 
twins had done! Well, how damned right was that 
ancient smart Alec who discovered that history 
repeated itself. 

The Catechist excused himself saying he was 
going to check if his old friend, Chief Nzekwe, 
had returned to his parlour. 
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As if the exit of the Catechist was a long-awaited 
signal, a deafening rumble shook the earth. There 
was a blinding flash from the south-west, 
momentarily banishing the young night. 
Then came a crackling sound, followed by more 
deafening rumbles. And then darkness; thick as a 
moonless night. 

Seconds later, the sky’s defenses seemed to 
crack and give way. The rains came down in 
heavy drops, pummeling the roof-tops so hard, so 
relentlessly, you thought the whole house-roof 
would cave in anytime, to come crashing down 
upon the guests. Until about the second cock¬ 
crow, the rain had refused to yield. 

Saturday finally came, heralded by billions of 
the sun’s searching fingers. The lord of the East 
had himself roused the Nzekwe house-hold, 
striding in, in all his majestic glory, drying the 
tears of the earth, banishing the dampness — 
hang-over from last evening’s storm. 
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Desmond more than satisfied the best 
description of a happy man. Up early in the 
morning, he had shaved, bathed and dressed. 
Whistling gaily, he swaggered into Martha’s 
room. The door had yielded easily, and there, his 
hungry eyes fell on the gorgeous bundle nestling 
atop the luxurious twenty-guinea bed. He had 
identified his bride by her hair style. 

The girl had proved a trifle careless. She was 
lying on her side. Her nighty’s zip was open full 
nine inches below the collar. The resulting 
scenario was magnetic. That body! That 
impudent, provocative body quivering with 
rhythmic heaves! That soft-nippled temptress set 
Desmond’s temperature soaring, trebling his 
pulsation. 

Quickly, he placed his left hand against his 
heart. His throat, his mouth went dry. His eyes 
swept the sleeping doll from face right down to 
the waist-line - beyond; resting finally on the 
shapely legs gleaning in the early morning sun 
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whose silvery rays had stolen in through the glass 
window. 

He took one step forward, changed his mind 
and dragged back his leg; then heard himself 
whispering: 

“My mermaid! My goddess! I’ll wait. Yes! It’s 
too early in the morning. Tonight’s our night. 
Yes, I’ll wait”. 

With a mighty effort, he bid himself turn his 
back on her. Nervously, he opened the door, 
silently closing it behind him. 

Desmond, tipsy with passion, had not even 
noticed that Martha was not alone. Almost 
completely wrapped up with velvet the same 
colour with Martha’s night gown, the bride’s 
twin sister lay beside her, awake, with one eye 
only half-closed, watch-dogging for any act of 
indiscretion. 

She smiled mischievously when Desmond 
finally closed the door behind him, sprang to her 
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feet, tip-toeing to the door to gently slide the bolt 
firmly into place 

“Lucky devil!” she muttered after Desmond. 
“Why did you not dare? You would have felt the 
paw of the tigress clawing open your chest to 
feast on your lust-infested heart”. 

Mary soon roused her sister and narrated the 
incident to her. Indignant, Martha sat up panting 
hysterically till her anger subsided. 


Time moved mercilessly fast. Wedding Mass was 
less than three hours away. In their room, Mary 
spoke to her sister: 

“ Nwunem, let’s now comply with our 
principal’s advice and go to Our Blessed Mother 
in prayer. 

They both knelt down and Mary began: 
“ “Beloved Mother, Immaculate Virgin Mary, 
our Queen; you remain the greatest human being 
devoid of all Divine attributes, yet richly 
endowed with Divine grace and favours. 
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“We, your children, on behalf of ourselves and 
all young ladies who may be confronted with this 
cross now weighing us down - this cruel 
challenge of forced marriage — humbly implore 
you, our sweet Lady of Perpetual Help, to 
graciously accept us as your own children and 
heirs to your heavenly home. 

“Graciously secure for us — your persecuted 
daughters — your beloved Son’s saving Divine 
Mercy, His Mighty Right Hand of protection as 
we approach the day’s looming cross nicknamed 
wedding ceremony. 

“Without your prompt intervention, Mother 
Mary, we, your hapless daughters, innocent 
though we be, stand convicted and condemned. 
“ “This is why we identify no other alternative, 
beloved Mother, than to fly straight to your 
patronage, convinced as we are that no prayer 
sponsored by you shall ever suffer rejection.” 
Martha joined her sister in saying Amen, Amen, 
and Amen. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 

The procession of cars stretched beyond eye- 
range, disappearing as the road swung eastward 
some four poles away. It was led by Justice 
Ogbuagu’s Mercedes Benz, followed by Chief 
Nzekwe’s old jalopy which sheltered the chiefs 
old friend, Catechist Ejike. Vehicles conveying 
both groom and bride arrived same time at the 
church’s gate as if by divine design. As both 
parties emerged from their separate cars, the alert 
‘Weekly Contact’ cameraman pressed an 
accustomed finger. 

Click! Flash! 

The cameraman leapt to one side, went into a 
crouch, pulling a lever as he did so. Again he 
pressed an accustomed finger. Again a click, a 
flash. It caught the groom grinning pompously. 
But the bride did not smile. Her troop of maids 
hastened to her side, ready to minister onto her 
unvoiced needs. 
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The ceremony was to be performed by Bishop 
Eze, an old school mate of the chiefs. 

Everybody took his position in the local 
church: the couple, their parents, their sponsors; 
the Best Man and the Chief Bride’s Maid. 

The bishop advanced, awesome in his pastoral 
splendor, taking his seat four yards before the 
altar. The couple advanced, closely followed by 
parents, Best Man and Chief Maid. Groom and 
bride were however guided, by church wardens, 
to seats many yards away from each other. 

A frown appeared on the Bishop’s face, but it 
disappeared as fast as it had appeared. 

The Chief Bride’s Maid thrust forward her 
face, saw the bride sweating in the brow, and 
took action. Using a snow-white hanky, she 
deftly mopped up silvery beads from the bride’s 
face, and stepped back, pleased with herself. 

The Bishop stood up then, and, advancing, 
blessed the congregation. They stood all up. 
Then, order of Mass. 
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Halfway through mass, the Bishop proceeded 
with the business of administering the Sacrament 
of matrimony. Both bride and groom ascended 
onto the alter. 

An Anxious glance again registered on Bishop 
Eze’s face. You just couldn’t mistake that look! 
The bride was sweating! Her gloved hands were 
trembling. 

Bishop Eze chose to again ignore what he 
thought was a certain symptom of .... No. He 
would not give it another thought.. 

He proceeded to ask the customary questions 
of the groom:. 

Bishop: Desmond, do you take Martha as your 
wife in accordance with the teaching of our Holy 
Mother, the Church? 

Desmond: I do. 

Bishop: Now, Desmond, you repeat after me: I 
Desmond, 

Desmond: I Desmond, 

Bishop:cccc Take you Martha, 

Desmond: Take you Martha, 
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Bishop: As my wife, 

Desmond: As my wife, 

Bishop: From this day onwards, 

Desmond: From this day onwards, 

Bishop: For better or for worse, 

Desmond: For better or for worse, 

Bishop: In riches or in poverty, 

Desmond: In riches or in poverty, 

Bishop: In sickness or in health, 

Desmond: In sickness or in health, 

Bishop: Till death do us part, 

Desmond: Till death do us part, 

Bishop Eze next faced the Bride. 

Blessed Virgin! The girl’s entire frame was 
trembling like baby-epilepsy! She kept her eyes 
open with obvious effort! Still the Bishop’s lips 
parted: 

Bishop: Martha, do you take Desmond as your 
lawful husband in accordance with the teachings 
of our Holy Mother the Church? 
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Bride: No! N-n-n-o! N-o-o-o-o-o-o! 

As the words rang out in piercing soprano, the 
bride raised her left hand to her brow, apparently 
to wipe off sweat; then she continued: 

“No, no, no ...I am not Martha. Des-Desmond 
can’t m-a-r-r-y me!” 

The shock which rooted everyone present 
relaxed its hold on Bishop Eze and the Chief 
Bride’s Maid. The next moment, the limp figure 
of Desmond’s bride was collapsing into their 
waiting arms. The Bishop’s staff of office was 
caught by a priest before it could hit the floor. 

‘Weekly Contact’ cameraman, emerging from 
cover, pressed his finger. A click. A flash! 

Then calmly, he pulled a lever and as calmly 
got lost in the congregation. 

The Best Man, Doctor Ibe, rushed forward and 
with the help of eight other only-too-willing 
arms, bore the bride to the waiting chev. The 
driver sped off to St. Mary’s Hospital. Doctor 
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Ibe, assisted by the Chief Bride’s Maid, was in 
the chev applying first aid. 

Inside the Church, there was scandalous 
commotion. People stood in groups, speaking all 
at once, each determined to be heard. 

Someone was sobbing somewhere, groaning 
rather loudly. It was Desmond. He was 
surrounded by nearly two dozen sympathizers. 
Some were urging him to gather himself together 
and proceed to St. Mary’s Hospital. Some said 
the girl was sick beneath the skull and needed 
nothing less than specialist attention. 

Others called her a heartless bitch, a charming 
devil, a witch. One was heard swearing that the 
bride was an ‘Ogbanje’ (changeling). 

Poor, gorgeous little Mary. 
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There was a musical jingle. It sounded again, 
again and again. Though nothing loud, it 
nevertheless carried authority. Even Desmond 
choked his wailing. 

In a moment, the Church knew a chilling 
silence, a grave-yard silence. 

Bishop Eze himself was holding the bell, his 
ministers being too staggered to stir a limb. 

The bishop spoke then, his voice a mixture of 
injured pride and tiredness. 

“My dear brethren”, he began. And of course 
no one answered him. They just gaped wide¬ 
mouthed as he went on: 

“You’ve here, this morning, witnessed a most 
unfortunate drama. 

“I must assure you right away, that there’s no 
cause whatsoever for concern regarding the 
safety of our beloved daughter who has just been 
rushed to hospital. 

“How do I know? Not through Divine 
revelation, but from the letter which I am holding 
here in my right hand. With my two eyes, 
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I saw this letter drop from her trembling fingers. 

“The contents may be none too pleasant to the 
ear, particularly those of the Nzekwe and Ejike 
families who have distributed invitations to what 
would undoubtedly have been a lavish wedding 
party. I’ve nevertheless decided to act in 
accordance with the author’s request by reading 
this letter publicly. 

“It was written and signed by Mary Nwakaego 
Ejike. Please listen to what it says: 

“Your Lordship, I crave your pardon and that 
of the merciful Lord whom you represent. 
Perhaps, I have sinned grievously. But my mind 
tells me that I have not. I’ve acted deliberately, 
but not without reason. 

“This creature, standing before Your Lordship, 
adorned in a spotless wedding gown, is not 
Martha Ejike. I am Martha’s twin sister Mary. 
Both father and Desmond, Martha’s would-be 
husband, know the distinguishing mark — a light 
scar on my left eye-brow. They can check. 
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Martha swapped roles with me in this crazy 
wedding drama. My very courageous look-alike 
very bravely acted Chief Bride’s Maid for her 
twin sister with whom she has exchanged names 
and positions without our father and Desmond 
noticing or even suspecting. 

“I’ve come to the rescue of my beloved twin- 
sister because she had NEVER had any wish to 
marry Barr. Desmond Nzekwe. Her consent was 
obtained under duress by our father, the Catechist 
of this Parish. 

“If our action causes him — our father — any 
heart-aches, well, let me say right away that both 
Martha and I are indeed truly sorry but not 
repentant. 

“We are sorry because of the enormous love 
and care our daddy lavished on both of us since 
our mother’s death when we were only five years 
old. He rebelled against prevailing primitive 
gender discrimination which tabooed the 
education of women, sending us to one of the 
nation’s best known post-primary institutions. 
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We are sorry because we truly recognize daddy’s 
action as driven solely by his concern for our 
comfort and the Ejike family’s economic 
autonomy. 

“We remain unrepentant however because we 
believe it is wrong, very wrong, for our father or 
anybody for that matter, to stretch his philosophy 
of the ‘Supremacy of daddy-ship’ far into the 
forbidden zone of imposing a life partner upon 
his daughter. 

“As for Barrister Desmond, I’ll only say, how 
unfortunate! He has wronged neither myself nor 
my sister Martha. His was a legitimate 
expression of genuine love which we hardly 
deserve. Through me, Martha sends Desmond 
her regards but NOT, repeat, NOT, her LOVE!. 

“My Lord Bishop, on behalf of both Martha 
and myself, I crave your protection in this 
struggle, convinced as I am of the justness of our 
cause. 

“It was daddy’s utter disregard for our feelings 
which compelled us to rebel. 
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“Your loving daughter In Jesus Christ. 

“Mary Nwakaego Ejike, pleading with you to do 
us the great favour of reading out this letter to the 
hearing of the congregation.” 

Not a limb stirred all through the letter-reading 
episode. But once it was over, two incidents 
over-shadowed every other one by jostling for 
first place as silence-breaker: 

One: The ‘Weekly Contact’ cameraman 
emerged from what looked like nowhere, bent a 
knee, and pressed an accustomed finger. There 
was a click and a flash. And the cameraman 
walked calmly away and out of the Church. 

Two: There was renewed groaning, not loud at 
first but steadily gaining volume until the wailing 
shook the Church. 

Desmond was helped up by his friends and 
was led away and out of the Church. 

The bell jingled once more. And once more, 
there was the same grave-yard silence. 
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Bishop Eze spoke again. 

“The girls have sought our protection. We 
shall not deny what they seek, because we are 
satisfied that no other course except that which 
they’ve taken, was left open to them. 

“Those who feel that the twins are guilty of a 
grievous offence should reflect on the grave 
probabilities that lie ahead a compelled 
matrimonial union. 

“Now, may God bless you all as we beg to 
return to an unfinished business. The holy Mass 
must be consummated.” 

When finally the Mass came to an end, he 
blessed his flock and turned away, followed by 
his team of ministers. 

At the church pavement, one man waited with 
irritating calmness. He carried a still camera. 

As Barr. Desmond Nzekwe and company 
emerged, the waiting still-cameraman bent a knee 
and pressed an accustomed finger. There was a 
click and a flash. And the still cameraman 
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straightened up, very much satisfied with 
himself. 

The ‘Weekly Contact’ cameraman beckoned to 
Socials Reporter, Eddy Nnaedo and together 
they headed for the company motor-bike. 

Reporter: Hey Bob! Got everything? 
Cameraman: Sure Eddy. The old reliable has 
never let me down. 

Reporter: This is what old man Willy 
Shakespeare might have called ‘Martha’s 
Wedding Coup’. It’s been a smashing success. 

Cameraman Bob had long stopped listening: 
his whole attention, every bit of it, had jack¬ 
knifed out of where he was physically standing. 

Just a few yards right of him, a gorgeous 
creature, endowed with clearly aggressive vital 
statistics sauntered along the church pavement. 
She was the kind of immortal vision known 
better to fleeting dreams than to the relative 
permanence of real life. 

Bob felt his heart stop beating; felt his 
breathing go faint! 
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He was about obeying a subconscious 
command to give chase when a counter-order 
rang in his ear, rudely jerking his attention back 
into the practical reality of the moment. 

It was reporter Eddy urging: 

“Come on Bob, let’s go!” Bob quickly 
climbed onto the passenger seat. 

The motor-bikes coughed once, then roared 
into life. Next second, and it bounded off at 
accident-begging speed. 

Startled spectators wondered if there had been 
another swooning scene: so anxious was that bike 
to get away. 

Back in his office, ‘Weekly Contact’ Socials 
Reporter, Eddy Eze, sat on his desk and very 
calmly commenced crafting his story. His 
introduction, crisp and appetizing, read thus: 

“A Hollywood-type twin action, exquisitely 
planned and executed, yesterday wrecked what 
had promised to go down as the most talked 
about society wedding of the year.” 



144 


Eddy had hardly affixed the terminal 
punctuation for the paragraph when his News 
Editor’s voice summoned him urgently to his 
table. 

News of the aborted wedding had spread like 
wild fire all over the town and Eddy’s immediate 
boss was most anxious to learn just how juicy 
and magnetic ‘Weekly Contact’s’ front page 
‘lead’ was likely to be. 

Eddy walked briskly to his News Editor, 
carrying his intro with him. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

Rigid enforcement of strict Catholic college 
regulations and the domineering omnipresence of 
a no-nonsense Catechist-father had denied the 
twins of the fire called fun which most other 
young girls had toyed with both in and out of 
college. Rather, the wily old fox had contracted 
his elder sister, aunty Cecilia, to draft the twins 
into the Catholic pious society which boasted of 
a code of conduct akin to those that steam-rolled 
the first century AD Christian believers into the 
incredible soul-winners they had proved to be. 

Mary and Martha were thus irretrievably 
herded toward membership of the movement 
known as the Mary League. The League is a very 
Catholic movement with rigid, conservative 
rules. Members of the group do not drink 
alcohol. They do not smoke cigarettes and 
intending marriage partners are barred from 
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sleeping together until after formal church 
wedding. 

Twelve months of rigorous indoctrination 
finally qualified Mary and Martha to enroll as 
members of the respected Mary League. 

On their enrolment day, the twins were handed 
a set of codes and told that violation of anyone of 
them would mean immediate determination of 
their membership. The document emphasized 
that the body of every member of the movement 
was a temple of the Holy Spirit. To desecrate 
such body would mean automatic loss of 
membership. 

To assist an aspiring bride or groom remain 
immune to temptations of the flesh, a single boy 
or girl was detailed, as a rule, to act as an orderly 
to an aspiring spouse anytime he or she had cause 
to meet with or get close to a future partner. 

This then explains the presence of Mary in 
Barrister Desmond’s home the three nights 
following the traditional marriage of the Owe 
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Prince and Martha. Mary was in Owe as a dutiful 
watch-dog, Martha’s body-guard. 

Until the expiration of the mandatory three- 
day stay in her future new home, by a bride-to- 
be, after the wine-carrying ceremony, the 
prospective groom, in Igbo culture, has a duty to 
play host to his bride-to-be. Quite often, this 
practice had led to pre-marital pregnancy. And 
the Marian devotees cannot tolerate any laxity in 
the observance of any of their rules. 

At home, the Catechist had deliberately 
assumed the role of a watch-dog whining and 
barking off many an adventurous young man 
who would have swooped into St. Mary’s 
Akama-Oghe Parish compound in an attempt to 
capture the twins. 
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Tina, a classmate of the twins through 
community college, came visiting one Sunday 
afternoon. Mary and Martha had just finished 
preparing lunch. Their father was away visiting 
his elder sister, aunty Cecilia, in Enugu; thus 
creating a classic atmosphere of freedom in 
which excursions into the facts and fantasies, the 
thrills and foibles of college life were conducted. 

The euphoria of recollection of adolescent 
brashness soon died down, yielding room for a 
slice of Tina’s romantic experience. The visitor, 
another sample of Oghe’s rare specie of beauties, 
had apparently dared Cupid in his very lair and 
got severely bitten in the attempt. How it all 
happened was narrated by Tina herself. 

“Umunnem (my sisters), I have actually 
travelled all the way from Iwollo, to ask you to 
join my relations and I, come next Sunday at the 
10 o’clock Mass in our Sacred Heart Church, to 
thank God for His great mercy in delivering me 
from shame and death. 
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“A young banker from our town had made 
advances to me. Soon after, he formally 
approached my parents with drinks and kola-nuts 
seeking my hand in marriage as Oghe custom 
and tradition demand. I must confess to you that I 
had foolishly allowed myself to be blinded by his 
good looks and lavish gifts. 

“Unknown to my parents, I accompanied 
Maximus to Enugu where we went shopping and 
ended up having lunch with drinks in one 
beautiful hotel chalet. Fagged out and drowsy 
from sweet alcoholic drinks, I stood, helpless, as 
he pulled off my wears behind closed door. One 
and half months later, a medical doctor had me 
tested and announced to my mother, in my 
presence, that I was expecting. 

“Mother later invited Maximus to our house in 
Papa’s absence and asked him to come with his 
parents for the purpose of concluding 
engagement processes, preparatory to formal 
wedlock. 
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“Do you know what? Maximus sent for me 
weeks later, through one of my friends, only to 
tell me he was sorry that marriage between us 
was not going to materialize any more. 

“According to him, his parents had refused to 
have anything more to do with our plan as they 
had already arranged another marriage partner 
for him. He offered me 20 guineas, urging me to 
arrange a quiet abortion”. 

The twins let off a loud scream in unison. 
Mary was the first to find her voice: 

“The man succumbed to his parents and gave 
you money to kill a living human being,” Martha 
interjected, asking: 

“And what did you do, Tina”? 

Their guest’s response came in an unabashed, 
matter-of-fact statement: 

“Shock and shame drove me to a chemist’s 
shop where I bought and swallowed twelve 
tablets of aspirin.” 
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“ Chukwum-o ” (O my God)! “ Ni’melugini ” 
(That you did what)? escaped from the lips of 
Mary and Martha simultaneously. 

Tina continued: “Some six hours later, I woke 
up in the Emergency Ward of an Enugu hospital, 
with my parents sitting by my side”. 

“What became of Maximus?” was Mary’s 
follow-up contribution. Tina said Maximus was 
later picked and locked up for two weeks in a 
police cell before his relations bailed him. 

Martha asked: “What happened to the baby?” 
“Naturally, it became a casualty of the 
unfortunate tragic romance. I lost it during my 
hospitalization”, Tina responded. 

The twins stared at Tina incredulously for a 
long while before showering praises to the Good 
Lord for sparing their friend’s life. 

They however, later the same day, persuaded 
Tina to join the Mary League, having assured her 
that membership of the movement would insulate 
her from similar experience in the future. 
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But Tina was not yet done with the twins. She 
told them she had some vital information for 
them. They were all ears. Their whetted appetite 
however did not long crave for satisfaction as 
Tina shortly released her report. 

“ Umunnem ”, she began. “The entire Oghe Clan 
was truly stirred by the news of your revolt. A 
front-page publication by the ‘Weekly Contact’ 
newspaper exploded the story. It was their 
leading front-page news. And because I know 
that both your training and self discipline impose 
restriction of your movement within your 
immediate neighbour-hood, I have brought a 
copy of the relevant issue of the Weekly 
Contact.” 

Martha collected the publication from their friend 
and placed it face upwards on the table so both 
she and Mary could read it together. 

A photograph of Mary’s swooning scene was 
placed at the top right corner of the front page 
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while that of a groaning Desmond appeared at 
the bottom-left comer, his hands covering his 
face as he leaned forward in a genuflecting 
posture. 

The limp body of Mary, her wedding gown and 
flowing veil cast aside in reckless abandon, got 
caught hanging precariously in the hands of 
Bishop Eze and Martha, the Chief Bride’s Maid. 

In the same photograph, Dr. Ibe was seen striding 
to lend a hand to the four people bearing the 
bride. They were two award-winning 
photographs captured by the hyper-sensitive 
camera of Bob, Weekly Contact photographer 
who had covered the wedding under the watchful 
eyes of Socials Reporter, Eddy Eze. 

The two photographs left the twins’ hearts 
pounding. In that state of super excitement, they 
shifted their gaze to the lead story which bore the 
title: TWIN SISTERS STAGE COUP. The 
banner headline had this rider printed below it: 
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“Bishop Sues For Calm.” 

Bearing the by-line- ‘By Our Socials Reporter, 
Eddy Eze’ the story read as follows: 

“A Hollywood-type twin action, exquisitely 
planned and executed, yesterday wrecked what 
had promised to go do down in Nigeria’s Eastern 
Region as the most talked-about society wedding 
of the year. 

“God’s amazing miracle in crafting two 
strikingly identical young ladies, superbly 
proportioned and angel-faced, must be given 
credit for the coup’s smashing success. 

“The twins’ catechist father, noted for his 
penchant for conservative principles, provoked 
his daughters’ revolt and paid the price in public 
disgrace suffered by both himself and his age¬ 
long friend and mentor, Oghe’s Clan Head, Chief 
Clement Nzekwe. 
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“ A letter dropped by the ‘bride’ as she fainted, 
revealed the classic deception facilitated by the 
personality-switch in which Martha, the true 
bride, exchanged both name and status with her 
sister Mary who abandoned her Chief Bride’s 
Maid role to Martha while she herself assumed 
the role of bride, without anyone ever noticing. 

“Mary, in her letter to the officiating Bishop had 
directed a passionate appeal to His Lordship to 
graciously read the contents to the hearing of 
the congregation. The Bishop fully complied. 
The full text of Mary’s letter was reproduced by 
the newspaper. 

“A companion report appearing at the bottom 
right hand corner of the same front page, bore the 
title: 

‘“Clan Head Speaks of Premonition, Dreams’. 
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Here, Chief Clement Nzekwe, prospective father- 
in-law of bride Martha, disclosed that he had had 
a premonition of their crashed nuptial aspiration. 

“Things progressed so smoothly, so speedily”, he 
disclosed in an interview, “that I immediately felt 
it was getting too good to be real. I recall hinting 
Prince Desmond, my son, who, understandably 
was too blinded by both love and beauty to 
suspect any threat to his marriage plans”. 

The chief went on: 

“The confidence felt by the prince however 
received a rude shock when he dreamt of his 
bride telling him in a note that ‘all that glitters’ 
wasn’t always gold’. 

“Not only that. Desmond was treacherously 
attacked by a beautiful bird he, in another dream, 
had seen himself holding like a precious prize. 
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Three beak-strikes immediately drew blood from 
the breast of the prince before the strange bird 
flew off. 

“His Best Man, to whom Desmond had narrated 
his experience, dismissed the dreams as the off¬ 
spring of a tired brain. He even advised his friend 
not to be lily-livered but rather to press on with 
the entire wedding plan”. 

After reading through the whole account of the 
failed wedding ceremony, the twins raised their 
heads to stare enquiringly at each other. Visible 
on each face was a look of anger and guilt - 
anger at what their father’s stubborn stance had 
driven them into, and guilt because of many 
dignitaries whose wholesome image now stood 
blemished by their avoidable rebellion. 
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From Tina’s detailed report, the sisters discerned 
that they had both become either famous or 
notorious depending upon the lens through which 
groups or individuals were viewing their 
controversial adventure. The only thing they 
were sure of at that moment was that a great deal 
of delicate diplomatic maneuvering lay ahead of 
them, just as a long list of injured pride and 
unearned generosity demanded urgent assuaging 
and restitution. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

As the twins were seeing off Tina, a Volks- 
wagon car pulled up by their side. Two young 
men were in the vehicle. They cleared the car by 
the road-side and stepped out to greet the ladies. 

“Ave Maria’, they greeted as they shook the three 
girls’ hands. 

“We’ve been asked to come and see you two 
sisters”, one of the youths announced to the twins 
after introducing himself to Tina as Brother 
Celestine. 

His companion who announced his name as 
Brother Fidelis asked after the Catechist and was 
told that “papa” had travelled to Enugu earlier 
the same day. 

Martha turned to Tina and gently explained: 
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“Tina, am pleased to introduce to you these 
Christian brothers. They are officials of the 
Catholic organization, the Mary League we had 
spoken to you about. Brothers, please meet Tina, 
our friend since college days.” 

“Very happy to meet both of you”. Tina 
responded. 

“Please brothers”, joined Mary, “be gracious 
enough to help convey our friend to Akama 
Junction from where she can very easily find 
company for her long trek home to Iwollo. She’s 
been with us since morning. We’ll then cruise 
back for a chat at home”. 

The girls occupied the back seat. 


At Akama Junction, also known as Eke Ugbo, 
the girls hugged and wished each other the best. 
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Just then, Fidelis drew his companions’ attention 
to a large crowd which had gathered at the 
northern end of the junction. They heard the 
sound of music. And of dancing. When, however, 
they arrived the scene, what greeted their sight 
was a very awful spectacle. 

A woman in her very late thirties was positioned 
in the heart of the crowd. She was pitiable to 
behold. She held a live cock in each hand while a 
rope wound round her neck held a live hen 
dangling above her navel. She was bare-bodied 
from her waist up. 

Two men stood by with whips in their hands. 
They were sweating. Well over 12 stripes criss¬ 
crossing the woman’s bare body stood as 
evidence of the men’s dedicated service. Theirs 
was the duty to remind her - by the stripes - that 
the crowd was there waiting to be entertained by 
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her; that there was no stopping her dancing! Men 
and women in the crowd kept jeering and booing 
at her. 

Any non-indigene of the community would dub 
the scenario barbaric. But the woman was paying 
her due! She was a criminal and Akama-Oghe 
community had zero tolerance for crime and 
criminals. The fowls the woman was exhibiting 
were not her own. They were her neighbours’. 
She had stolen them. 

All the ash, black and red paints smeared all over 
her face and body, failed to hide her beauty. But 
since beauty should comprise internal and 
external dispositions, public verdict had 
pronounced her ugly, very ugly. 

What she was tasting was the cleansing pill of 
Akama’s even-handed justice. It was no respecter 
of persons, of gender. If you were a criminal in 
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Akama-Oghe, you were vermin. It indeed were 
better you were dead. 

The twins and their friends had seen enough. 
They had earlier heard, but had never actually 
witnessed Akama justice at work. 

They and their friends dragged themselves away 
from the crowd. They had become a bunch of 
very unhappy youths. But life just had to go on. 
The parting had to be completed. 

With tears in her eyes, Tina broke into this song: 
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TINA’S SONG 

“Amazing grace! How sweet the sound 
That saved a wretch like me. 

I once was lost but now am found 
Was blind but now I see 

“’T was grace that taught my heart to fear 
And grace my fears relieved. 

How precious did that grace appear 
The hour I first believed! 

“Through many dangers , toils and snares 
I have already come; 

‘T’s grace has brought me safe thus far, 
And grace will lead me home. 

“The Lord has promised good to me, 

His word my hope secures 
He will my shield and portion be 
As long as life endures”. 
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Tina’s song over, the twins tearfully hugged their 
lady friend, wished her all the best as she turned 
north-wards, waving. 

Mary and Martha with their visitors boarded the 
beetle and headed for the Akama-Oghe home of 
Catechist Ejike. 

Brother Celestine was the one who spoke first 
after they had taken seats in the Catechist’s 
parlour. 

“This is a solidarity visit”, he began. “We’ve 
heard all what you two went through. We are 
proud of you and have been asked by our 
Chaplain to inform you that we plan a grand 
reception for you two, to celebrate your diligence 
and rare courage”. 


Fidelis interjected: 
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“One of our seers, Sister Susan, had a revelation. 
The Lord told her to comfort you with these very 
words: 

“ Tell my twin daughters, I’ll wipe away their 
tears. I’ll put smiles on their faces and all who 
had felt disgraced will have cause to celebrate”. 

.“We believe the Lord”, continued Fidelis, “but 
we do not fully understand. We have since 
booked Novena Masses accompanied with 
fasting, for the early manifestation of the 
revelation”. 

Martha spoke in response to the happy news: 

“Let me express our heart-felt gratitude for your 
solidarity visit and for the good tidings you 
brought to us. 
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“Tell our brothers and sisters that we are 
gladdened and cheered by this wonderful 
gesture”. 

Mary raised an alarm at that stage: 

“Oh my God!” she exclaimed: “We’ve forgotten 
to offer you two kola-nuts which you very richly 
deserve”. 

And she dashed off, to reappear with four giant 
ripe banana fruits and a sizeable plate of 
groundnuts. 

The young men indicated their joy at the 
hospitality they enjoyed, but requested to be 
allowed to go with the gifts as they were now 
hard-pressed for time. Martha produced a scarf 
with which the bananas and groundnuts were 
wrapped. The visitors took their leave and drove 
away. 
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In Enugu, the Catechist’s knock on the door 
produced her elder sister immediately. 

“Josiah, are you all right?” was Cecilia’s 
greeting for her brother. 

“Please get me a cup of water to drink. My 
response to your question will come after that.” 

Closing the door rather noisily, Cecilia headed 
straight for the kitchen. She re-emerged with a 
ceramic cup, filled it with water from an earthen 
pot and handed same to the Catechist. He drank 
slowly until the cup was empty. He handed it 
back, voicing a gratitude that came from deep 
down his heart. 

Mr. Josiah Ejike cleared his throat and was 
about to speak when his sister’s voice stopped 
him. 

‘It’s my turn. Your speech just has to wait”, 
she said rather firmly, “until you’ve put 
something into that stomach.” 
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As if some bird had whispered to Cecilia, 
notifying her of the Catechist’s imminent arrival, 
pounded yam with egusi (melon) soup was 
placed before Mr Ejike within minutes of his 
sitting down. He washed his hands in a bowl of 
water and proceeded to do justice to the dish 
without uttering a word. 

The table cleared, brother and sister now 
faced each other with him smiling while his sister 
gazed enquiringly at her sibling. 

The Catechist broke the silence: 

“Cecilia, why are you staring at me as if I 
were some strange discovery? My journey here 
wasn’t too smooth and, as you very well know, 
events of very recent past do not call for 
celebration.” 

“Which events? Were they not the very ones 
your headiness had generated?” 
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When her brother failed to take up the 
challenge, Cecilia pressed mercilessly on: 

“Did I not warn you after series of entreaties 
against your relentless insistence on matching 
Martha with Desmond without conceding her 
right to get to know him even for a little wee bit 
while.? 

“Yes, Josiah, did you not walk out on me, 
your elder sister who never went to England and 
who is not a wise catechist? 

“I am sorry for the shame, the disgrace you 
plunged us all into, particularly the very 
important people you had invited to the occasion. 
I am surprised you came looking shattered and 
lost...” 

The Catechist could hold himself no longer: 
“Okay, I was wrong and should be man enough 
to swallow my medicine. 
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“I have not come to bandy words. I have come 
to say I am sincerely sorry; very, very sorry for 
not listening to all the appeals. I’ve made visits 
similar to this to My Lord Bishop, to Chief 
Nzekwe my friend, to the Parish Priest and 
others. 

“My punishment is well deserved and I have 
learnt my lesson.” 

His sister rushed forward and knelt before 
him, embracing him with tears in her eyes. The 
Catechist calmed her down: 

“It’s all right Cecilia. It’s never too late to learn - 
- even from your own children.” 

He lifted her up and himself stood up. For some 
two to three minutes, they faced each other. He 
very gently wiped the tears on both her cheeks. 
They embraced each other. 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

Bishop Eze, a true apostle, was not the type to 
accept defeat. His boyhood friend and school¬ 
mate did not deserve the crushing embarrassment 
of a failed marriage celebration. No! The Clan 
Head of Oghe and a Knight of the Catholic 
Church deserved adequate compensation for the 
gross public disgrace to which the aborted 
marriage ceremony had plunged him. 

And Mr. Josiah Ejike, Catechist of St. Mary’s 
Parish, Akama Oghe! His dream of strengthening 
the friendship bond between him and Chief 
Nzekwe - a genuine and decades-old longing — 
needed urgent resuscitation. 

Within the past one month since that most 
unfortunate drama, the Bishop had held series of 
meetings with all the actors and had come to be 
persuaded that the tragedy could be turned into a 
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comedy. From his interviews with all the 
dramatis personae, he became convinced that 
God had heard his prayer. 

Revealed was that Mary who had bravely stepped 
in to rescue her twin-sister Martha from their 
father’s perceived tyranny, had herself got 
trapped in Cupid’s web. Her relatively short but 
rather close association with Barr. Desmond had 
opened her eyes to the sterling qualities of the 
prince, an opportunity which Martha had yearned 
for but never had. 

Had Martha not stoutly protested her father’s 
decision to compel her to fall in love with ‘a 
mere photograph’? If only Catechist Ejike had 
permitted a reasonable courtship between 
Desmond and Little Angel Martha, a truly 
meaningful love could very possibly have 
developed between the two young people. 
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Exactly two weeks after the famous Desmond- 
Martha’s wedding ceremony that wasn’t, Bishop 
Eze held a fact-finding meeting with the prince 
and his doctor friend. For His Lordship, the 
meeting proved very rewarding. Not only did the 
bishop learn for a fact that the true identity of the 
bride and his chief maid was never discovered by 
Desmond and Dr. Ibe until after the letter-reading 
episode, the amazing empathy which developed 
between Desmond and Mary on the one hand and 
Dr Ibe with Martha on the other, revealed to His 
Lordship, a surprise super-highway of 
possibilities. 

A somewhat funny idea flashed through the 
Bishop’s mind. Could it not possibly happen that 
since IS had failed to go at the first attempt, 
WAS possessed the great potential of succeeding 
in the event of another go? Thrilled by this 
dangling possibility, His Lordship wasted no 
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time in arranging a meeting between himself and 
Chief Nzekwe with his old friend, the Catechist. 

Pleasant surprise was Bishop Eze’s instant 
harvest when the friends learnt of the spark of 
genuine love found fast-developing into a raging 
tide of passion. Their latest ‘discovery’ gave 
both men enough cause to heave a sigh of relief 
and to arrange a quiet celebration. 

The old friends hugged each other at the end of 
their final meeting with Bishop Eze. 

“Well”, volunteered the Catechist, looking his 
friend straight into the eyes: 

“Old Shakespeare was quite right when he had 
declared that ‘All’s Well That Ends Well’”. 

Catechist Ejike and the Clan Head thanked the 
bishop for the revelation and announced they 
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were going home to pray with their fingers 
crossed. 

Delighted with their very positive reaction to the 
piece of happy news he had given them, Bishop 
Eze once again addressed himself to the two 
friends who stood close by, fondly holding each 
other’s hands: 

“My dear friends, have you seen how faithful and 
loving our Lord God has proved to be? All the 
parties are now happy and truly satisfied. That of 
course is hoping, very sincerely, that the 
towering lessons of that unfortunate drama have 
not been lost on us. It was Byrd Baggett who 
wrote that ‘Wisdom is knowing that others might 
be right. ’ 

And I must add that the ‘others’ Baggett had in 
mind might, very easily, include us all with our 
children. 
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“Catechist, you still have Desmond as your son- 
in-law; and you, Chief Nzekwe, you have not lost 
the Little Angel. 

“The twins on their part have both found home in 
one closely-knit kindred. They have also proved 
to be no more and no less than two sides of a 
gold coin. 

“All that is now left is for us all to agree on a 
date for a very solemn but quiet wedding 
ceremony in my court. May the Good Lord bless 
all of you.” 



178 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

When the twins eventually appeared before 
Bishop Eze, it was an opportunity to spread on 
His Lordship’s table, their many attempts at 
getting their old man see things their way. From 
Martha’s initial pleas against being bull-dozed 
into marrying a ‘mere photograph’, to her tearful 
but fruitless plea with her college principal; from 
Mary’s mission to the Akama-Oghe Parish Priest 
for expected but failed pastoral intervention, to 
her very thoughtful and well-crafted letter 
addressed to a father drunk with self-delusion, 
the twins zeroed into their encounter with aunty 
Cecilia, Mr. Ejike’s elder sister who had advised 
co-operation as against confrontation. 

“Very well my children,” began His Lordship 
after hearing them out. 
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“We have all witnessed”, the Bishop resumed, 
“your fine co-operation and how it ended up in 
very expensive confrontation and gross 
embarrassment to your father, to Oghe Clan’s 
number one citizen - indeed to all concerned. 

“Quite frankly”, Bishop Eze continued, “I am not 
very sure you fully appreciate the damage your 
rebellion against your father’s indiscretion 
inflicted upon high caliber guests who had 
honoured the royal invitation”. 

He explained, however, that what he had said so 
far by no means implied, even remotely, an 
endorsement of the union in holy matrimony, of 
un-consenting partners. 

Of course not! The Bishop did not, could never 
have meant any such thing. On the contrary, His 
Lordship commended, most unequivocally, the 
courage and steadfastness of the twins in pulling 
through their classic deception. Had they not 
contrived their uncanny personality switch, an 
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untold damage would inevitably have been 
inflicted on the holy sacrament of matrimony. 

“Severe emotional hurt”, His Lordship went on, 
“was indeed suffered by many, especially the 
Prince. A way just has to be found of restoring 
justice to Prince Desmond and also, of erasing 
the stigma of ingratitude hovering over your 
innocent image. And this, my dear children, is 
simply why I have invited you”. 

Martha was the first to speak. 

“My Lord”, she began; “I believe the entire 
unhappy episode is traceable directly to me. Had 
I not stubbornly refused to bow to papa’s 
doctrine of daddy-ship’s supremacy, this gross 
social catastrophe could have been avoided. The 
entire drama sketch was my plan. I saw it as my 
only chance of escape from a patch-work that 
was bound to collapse. My sister Mary was only 
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an accomplice, but a brave, a very brave 
accomplice indeed. 

“I must however, before uttering any other word, 
tender an unreserved apology, on my knees, to 
My Lord, on behalf of both nwunem (my sister) 
and myself. We owe Your Lordship an apology 
for your share of the embarrassment on that 
accursed day. 

“We would also like it to be known that we 
deeply regret the shattering psychological blow 
suffered by Barr. Desmond, his father the Clan 
Head and our own beloved father”. 

Mary took over from Martha. 

“I am the co-conspirator, the heady collaborator. 
I had very gladly bought my sister’s grand idea 
of our heart-trick as a way of rescuing her from 
papa’s booby-trap. 



182 


“We cannot claim that we did not expect the 
effect our action had on the royal family and their 
distinguished guests. We are truly sorry”. 

Bishop Eze cut in with the following consoling 
words: 

“I know you could not have enjoyed it. I also 
want you both to note that God does not sponsor 
flops. Catechist Ejike’s idea of the supremacy of 
daddy-ship, to borrow your beautiful coinage, 
could not have gone down well with the Good 
Lord. It simply had to be a flop - a giant flop. 

“Now, let’s leave the past and shift attention to 
the future. Tell me, what are your plans?” 

Mary told the Bishop: 

“We aim at returning all his gifts to the Prince as 
we in no way deserve them. We regret not being 
in a position to disgorge what we consumed”. 
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The Bishop responded: 

“You’ll do no such thing, my children. Even if 
you tried, neither the Prince nor his father will 
hear of it. And I had better let you know that the 
Clan Head and his son are nursing other ideas”. 

“What ideas My Lord”? demanded the twins 
simultaneously. 

The Bishop turned to the twins: 

“You two must know that neither the royal 
family, nor your father had detected the 
personality switch you both had executed. And 
the Prince had told his father in very plain 
language that he and whoever was there as his 
bride had developed true love for each other and 
that they had both vowed to see that love 
consummated. 
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“For Desmond, I can now deduce, genuine love 
is pure and absolutely unselfish. When you love 
genuinely, you don’t expect to have your love 
returned. Loving is simply enough.” 

His Lordship paused, saw the twins exchange 
meaningful glances and ended the meeting with 
the following words. 

“I think, children, we should all go home now 
and await renewed knockings on our doors. Have 
a wonderful evening and may the Good Lord 
continue to bless and protect you both” 

The twins promptly chorused an “Amen!”. 
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EPILOGUE 

Let all be informed and believe 
Oghe is second son of Ezeagu 
A single, united, happy community 
Blessed with seven surviving sons 

Up-to the fifties, Oghe was single town 
Population explosion soon strides in 
And six autonomous towns were born 
Excluding first son, Owe, in dispersion 

Akama is second son of Oghe 
Followed by Amankwo, Amansiodo, 

Neke and Oyofo; all settling close to one another 
Maintaining one culture and same tradition 

Twin Action is one bold, sincere attempt 
To cement big, bubbling, old blood bond 
Between Oghe’s first and second sons 
A marriage of Owe and sibling Akama 
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The wedding of friendship, decades old 
Between noble Clan Head, Clement Nzekwe 
And egg-head Catechist Josiah Ejike 

Conflict of philosophies genetically rooted 
Deploying deception, conceived and perfected 
Inflicts mortal wounds on wedding ploy 
Banishing love, uprooting joy. 

But miracle comes to speedy rescue 
As Bishop’s exploits happily expose 
Hibernating love, resurrecting hope 
And marriage flag again joyfully flies 

Wounded pride, shattered dreams 
Decades old friendship shaken to its roots 
Now healed, restored, aglow with life 
All chorus: “To God, all praise and glory be!” 
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FOREWORD 


Human relationships are marked by the realities 
of people’s lives, their past, not only in the sense 
of the particularities that make up each 
individual’s story, but also by the memory of 
events. These have often marked, wounded and 
branded human existence. History is not only the 
tale of human diversity, it is also the recital of 
human rancor, hate, vengeance and violence. 

Linus Okechi’s novel - Twin Action - offers 
new constructive elements to the conditions of 
human relationship. Employing the successful 
blend of African culture and Western civilization, 
he tells a story of human relationship, full of 
intrigue, garnished with a strong sense of 
figurative language. 

In all, Okechi shows that the dominance of 
paternity, and its claims to impose a single 
rational model, spare no culture. He thus raises 
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his voice, in this novel, to re-establish a dialogue; 
to establish peace among men. 

The search for marital consent, here, represents a 
search for practical rationality, acceptable 
panacea and reasonable acceptance that will pave 
way for social and cultural keys to solve 
contemporary problems. A concise prism of 
Oghe and Igbo culture of admirable significance. 

Basically, readers will benefit immensely from 
this innovative and mind-inspiring masterpiece. I 
am quite sure that this inter-subjective dialogue 
initiated by Okechi will aid human inter-personal 
relationship over time and space. 


-Sir Ferdinand Ike Anikwe, KSJ, JP. 

Director-General, Centre For Black And African 
Arts And Civilization( CBAAC ), 

Founding President, Oghe Writers Association. 
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